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Featuring 
“‘Collegiate”’ 


SPORTS APPAREL 
Knitted Fashions for Spring Wear 
FROCKS © SWEATERS 
WRAPS © SUITS 


STYLI 
A Imported Hand Knitted Skirt and Middy in $45 00 


heather mixtures with Navajo border design. 


B 1. Snow-white Wrap Cape of shaggy An- $39 50 


gora, half lined with rich silk. 


2. Sleeveless Dress of “Alexandria” cloth $37. 50 
trimmed with silver silk kritted braid. 


Frock knitted of Swiss silk with a fringed 
detachable girdle. 


Ultra-chic three-piece Suit of “Alexandria” 
cloth. Jacket lined with luxurious imported 
silk. 


Frock of “Engadine” emphasized with rows 
of contrasting knitted braid. 


Imported Combination Middy ard Skirt of $29, 50 


sott cashmere yarn. 


























Orders by mail will receive the CAlso featuring cSwiss Knitled 


same attention as if purchase was . 2 1le PSs Zi 
personally selected from our stock New Spring Models of Heims) } ede 
pecially of Zurich 


Write for Catalogue of New Spring Fashions 

















See Europe in 1922 


this is the time to plan your trip 


HIS is the year to see Europe. A vast change is in 

progress there. Europe is seething with new ideas, 

new impulses, a cross-sea of conflicting aspirations, 
cesires, interests, hopes. 

Side bv side with this New Europe is the Europe ot 

ancient tradition, of Art and Letters and Music. It is a 

situation infinitely dramatic—a drama that may never be 


plaved again. 


See Europe this year, before this opportunity passes. Visit 
the battlefields betore reconstruction obscures them. Become 
familiar with new business conditions. A vacation in Europe 
now costs less. The average American salary is a rich 


man’s income in Europe today. 


U. S. Government passenger ships are now among the 
finest aHoat. Thev are famed alike for comfort, cuisine 
and service. Every detail is arranged to delight the most 
exacting traveler. The S. S. George Washington, flag- 
ship of the Shipping Board’s fleet, is an aristocrat of 
the Seas. You will be proud to sail on such a ship, knowing 
that it is in part, yowr ship. See Europe this year, when you 
can see more at less cost. Send in the information blank and 


let your Government give you the information you need. 

} f at ap regard to $a li gsa d Accommodations, address 

United States Lines 
M and McCormack, Ine. 


Roosevelt Meamship C “9 Ine. 


Cnited sdmerican Line, Inc, 


U. S. SHIPPING BOARD 


Information Section 2692 Washington, D. C. 


Write for Booklet a 


Winn Cacerumea: <itiles us» INFORMATION BLANK 
: To U. S. Shipping Board 
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Pacific Mail 8§.S. Company 





1 Francisco, Cal. New York, N. Y. 


to see China 


EE China this year. Thousands of Ameri- 
cans are going. There is more to see in 
China now. Side by side you may see the China 
of yesterday and the China of tomorrow. On 


one street corner you may see the China of 


Confucius; on the next, the undeniable handi- 
work of China—the modern Republic. 


Swift new U.S.Government ships have made 
China more accessible to Americans—and have 
made the journey across the Pacific as comfort- 
able and luxurious as days in the finest hotels. 
Send in the information blank below and learn 
about this service. 


The Sunshine Belt 


The Pacific Mail Steamship Company, ex- 
pert for 54 years in trans-Pacific travel, is oper- 
ating these ships. Under its operation they have 
broken all speed records over the Southern 
route to the Orient—its famous ‘Sunshine 
Belt” from San Francisco to Hawaii, Yoko- 
hama, Kobe, Shanghai, Manilaand Hong Kong. 
A day’s stop is made at Honolulu. Stop-overs 
may be arranged in any Eastern Country. The 
climate throughout the trip is ideal. 


New Ships; More Comforts 


These ships have set a new standard of comfort as well as 
speed. They are new, American-built, oil-burning vessels ot 
21,167 displacement tons and 535 feet long. Sister ships, 
they are alike in every detail of luxurious equipment. — State- 
rooms are larger. Modern beds take the place of old-fashioned 
berths. Running water, electric fans, electric radiators, bed- 
reading lamps, equip each room. Most of the rooms have 
private baths. 


Yr . 
Write for Booklet 
Your Government wishes the name of 
every pre spective traveler, If you are 
sidering an ocean voyage anywhere, 


send the information blank noww—no mat- Pp... INFORMATION BLANK 
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Information Division 2692 
Washington, D. C 
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See Switzerland 


tourist entertain- 





Americans touring Switz- 
erland need no passport 


Send for comp ime! ntary 














241 Fifth Ave. New York / 


HARPER’S BAZAR TRAVEL 





ee —y 


To EUROPE by 


Cunard-Anchor 


CAiways abreast, often ahead, 
of the times—in the adoption 
of tested new devices or in- 
ventions to ensure the com- 
|| fort and promote the pleasure 
of its clientele—the Cunard- 
Anchor Line is now pleased 
to announce that in the near 
future all its major ships will 
be equipped with the latest 
type of oil-burning engines. 


i Apply 

4 CUNARD-ANCHOR 

4 STEAM SHIP LINES 

{ 25 Broadway New York 
; or Branches and Agencies 

| 


,* 
. 


pn pe pa ee en 





















and HOTEL SERVICE 








‘Take a trip 
" to the Orient 








Is this the year for that trip ? 


Most emphatically, 


world that is so rapidly chang- 
re it is too thoroughly 


while it still retains its profound 


and mysterious glamor. 


\nd how much a trip to some 








problems—problems in which, 
as recent events have shown, the 
problems of other countries are 
so inextricably tangled. 

# @€ €@ 
Think, too, of the relief and the 
reinvigoration of getting away 
from things for a time. 

e€ € 
This is indeed the year for that 
trip which for so long you hav 
promised yourself. 








COUN 


announces 
the re-establishment | 


his Restaurant 


























dred Park Avenue 


1 and Fiftieth Stre eis) 


ow York City 












































| cost the Government's 


U Government ships, your ships, have brought the 
- wonderland of the East within your reach. 
one month you can travel to the Orient, in the Orient- 


and back. 


Now Yokohoma is only 11 sailing days trom 


Seattle. Kobe, Shanghai, Hong Kong and Manila are but a 


few days beyond. 


Twenty-two golden cruising days—with 


the tang of the salt sea, the bracing air, indolent days on 


shaded decks, soothing to jangled nerves. 


Now you can 


enjoy this, surrounded with all the comforts and luxuries 


of the finest American hotel, with American standards 
of food, service, and appointments— 


on American ships. 


New American Ships 


These swift, new, 


American vessels—21,000 ton oil 


burners—are yours. Owned by the Government, operated 


by the Admiral Line, 
mark a new era in trans-Pacific travel. 


they offer comfort and speed that 
The spacious state- 


rooms are furnished like rooms at home—beds, not berths, 


all rooms on the outside, private baths in most. 


Every room 


has running water, bed-reading lamps, electric fans and 


radiators. The service—eflicient, cheerful, 


persuades commendation. 


Write for Booklet 


If you are considering an ocean 
voyage anywhere, send the informa- 
tion blank now—no matter when you 
intend to go. You will receive without 
booklet of 
authentic travel information, complete 
description of the U. S. Government 
ships that sail to the ports in whic 
you are interested and descriptive 
literature telling of places to go and 
things to see in foreign lands. You 
will be under no obligation. 





U. S. SHIPPING BOARD 


Information Office 2692 Washington, D.C. 








For information regarding 
accommodations and sailings, address 


r ° ° 
Phe Admiral Line 
L. C. Smith Building, Seattle, Wash. 
17 State Street, New York City 
or your local ticket or tourist agency 


A. INFORMATION BLANK 
Information Office 2692 Washington, D.C. 
Please send without obligation the U.S.Gov- 
ernment Booklet giving travel facts and also in- 
formation regarding the U. S. Government ships 
which go to the places I have marked X, 
1 am considering a trip to The Orient 7 to 
Europe [|] to South America [>. 
I have definitely decided to go FD 1am me rely 
considering the trip 
If Igo date will be about 
My Name 


My Street No. or R. F. Dz 
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CHOW CHOWS 


BAINBRIDGE KENNELS 


Queens Boulevard and Jefferson St., 
Jamaica, L. 1, N. Y 





Offer their Famous Champion Red and her 

prize winning Chows at the Stud 
Puppies from Celebrated Champions For Sa 
Inspection of kennels invited (15 s by 
Motor from New York—Que bo lye 
Address all momunicatior 


Manager: PERCY C. STODDART 
’Phone, 2761 Jamaica 
Bainbridge’s FAMOUS Chows— 

Mae nome of Champions 

















ALSH, Proprietor 
ENGLISH and FRENCH 
BULL 
DOGS 
— ey gees 
tel in a Ww orld 
Woe are h pts 8 
ters for the two 
ber | All our 

ck are bred 
from t t im 
ported traits 
mil have won 
Whierevel StLOWT 
Now we are offering some wonderful pup} 
that have beet tised on our large fart 
Males $15.00 up Femal $10.00 up D> 
shipped t ill parts of th ‘ i lelivetr 
guaranteed Corres} | t pleasur 

FERN LEA KENNELS 

Box 8, Bayville, L.I., N.Y. 











Beautiful Japanese Spaniels and Pomeranians for Sale 






. Imported and prize 
3 winning stock also 
4 } Puppies of all ages 

from above dogs from 
$35.00 to $300.00. At 
tud Japanese Spa 
iel Mikad Kobi 
and Dia Pong; | 
ratiiat aa 
fee $15.00 
Mrs. 


A. M. Chadurjian 
: n A 





BOOK ON 


DOG DISEASES 


And How to Feed 
Mailed Free 
America’s by the 
Pioneer H. CLAY CLOVER CO., Inc 
Dog Remedies | 118 West 31st St., New York 


to any address 
Author 














SUNN YBRAE 
COLLIE KENNELS 


Offer for sale aoe 
matured stock of 

best breeding 
are full of 
Seedley and 
Strains. For 35c 
my booklet on training 
Collie 

F. RAYMOND CLARK, 

Bloomington, Illinois 


puppie s 


Our Ke onl 
the Parbold, 


will send 
the 





AIREDALES, POINTERS, 
SETTERS and SMOOTH 
FOX TERRIERS I 









fact ull «breeds bred 
REGISTERED from prize winning, f 
HOLOUGH- sotered’ st My d 
ALE 0065 are farm raised. ‘‘Sat 
: isfaction’”’ our slogar 


Mrs. L. P. GRAY, R.R.2 
Grand Rapids, Michigan 





% BOSTON TERRIERS 





Southport | 





bred by me n 
honors at the _ world’s 
greatest sh New York, 
192 I have R... &, pup- 
pies of the best breeding 
for sale ill times. Rea 
sonable prices Dogs also | 
boarded. For further par 
ticulars address Mrs. M 
C. McGLONE, 231st St 
and Bree: lway, on Kingsbridge Ave., New 
York Telet yhone. Kingsbridge 3620 








“the Lion and 
the Lamb’”- 


Surely, not even the scriptu- 
ral lion and lamb are more 
naturally antagonistic than 
the usual cat and dog. 


Yet look at the picture! 


There’s nothing you can’t do 
with a good dog if you train 


him right. 
And certainly there’s no 
more satisfactory companion 


than a good dog. 


A good dog is the kind I 
want to buy for you. 


Harper's 
119 West 40th Street, 
New York City. 


Address care 


Bazar, 


me 











THE HOME of the £2). The Great Danes 


( 


CHAMPION VIDAR 


Rocky Hill Road, 


in these 























Sy) Ty magnificent creatures 
s;REAT DANE of the highest show 
type with prize pedi 

grees tor generations 


in America and abroad, 


Faithful, noble, 

healthy, good- tempered 

\ K. ( 79110 dogs. They are depend 

; ible guar ds with enor 

33 inches; Weight. 152 Ibs. mous strength and agil 
Harr Meyers, Owner ity. “Burglar proof,” 

: ind) desirable game 


hunting 
i Di 


companions. 
gs to be trusted with 





women and childret 
‘ J The Great Dane pup 
x pies in these kennels 
have been and are be 
ing bred from cham 
pion and _ champion- 
bred dogs and matrons 
The continued success 
of our exhibits 
at the leading 
bench shows 
has no equal. 
Our young 
stock can 


therefore be re 
lied upon as the 
best. 


Correspondence Invited 


GREAT DANE KENNELS 


Bayside, Long Island, New York 











Bargains 
Blue Ribbon 
WhiteCollies 


BOSTON TERRIERS 


A handsome litter of puppies splendidly 





























bred, all of good color and markings, 
Write for special lists of r- promising show specimens as well as 
, ideal companions, fer sale at the right 
prices, quality considered For full in 
formation write to Mrs. C. D. Louder 
bach, 211 East Ward Street, Urbana, 
Ohio. 
COLLIE | “Apples ipples”” but 
| t all Airedales 
OFOUSNDLED puppies |) 2." 2s 
| ketinels ar product 
Bred fron the best blood lines tl true to type als 
gra for sale t«lale as is ¢ al 
ire ‘ 1 ‘ prs 1 Lai i Captivator he fact that every 
Cayer u f priz y t Ss Al utror 1 ur sk 
beau marked wid f how type it iwarded lors at 
reas prices. Mr. & Mrs. Wm. H ane nei =, in, 
Schwing 2550 Main § suffal ‘f r few Dp ies 
ie — i See 2 MYSTERY KENNELS 
Waite St. Hamden, Conn. 











OORANG = 


The 20th omy All-round Dogs 


Oorang Airedales are loyal 

and Gentlemen; faithful 
automobile camp, home ¢ 
ellent water-dogs, retrievers and hunter aa 
Blue blooded, pedigreed stock for sale 
Illustrated, descriptive booklet mailed for 
ten cents. 


OORANG KENNELS 


The Largest Breeders of Airedale Terriers in the World 
Dept. P, LA RUE, OHIO 


Pals for I. adies 








KEEP YOUR DOG WELL 


Sergeant’s Condition Pills are a splendid 
tonic for weak, listless, ailing dogs and 
puppies. Build strength and health, 60c at 


dealers or from 
us by mail, A_ Medicine 
or Every 


g R & e Dog Ailment 
DOG BOOK 


Polk Miller’s famous 
Dog Book, 64 pages 

on care, feeding and 
training, also _pedi- 
gree blank, oth asi 
chartand Sen. Vest’s 
celebrated ‘Tribute 
to a Dog.” Write 
today for a freecopy. 


POLK MILLER DRUGCO. 

















Belgian Police Dogs 


(Groenendaeles) 
Most beautiful and intelligent 
of all breeds. Grand lot of 
puppies ready to ship, all ages. 
H. Persson Groenendaeles Ken- 
nels, 100 Willow Avenue, Rose- 
bank, Staten Island. 














RUSSIAN WOLFHOUNDS 
A. K, C. Registered 
Kussian Wolfhounds, 
puppies and grown 
stock for sale. All ranch 
raised and healthy Best 
f breeding. Most of my 
puppies are sired by ‘On 






lof? of Relova,’’ by Ch 
Nazitka Orlot?, by Ch. 
Khotni, ete. Satisfaction 


guaranteed 
Oo E. HINEMAN 
Dighton Kansas 


DOGS! CATS! BIRDS!| 


“HE largest pet shop in the 

West All breeds of good 
staudard stock, birds and / 
cats, as well as dogs for sale 
at all times. State your re- 
quirements. Akron Pet Shop 
and Bird Store, 33 North 
Howard St., Akron, Ohio. 














FRENCH BULL DOGS 


High Class dogs. 
intelligent, 


ALF-DURNE 
KENNELS 


pedigreed 
trappy, attractive 





P.O. Box SOO 
We have puppies now. Males § 
$50.00 up. Females $35.00 up = : 
ENGLISH BULL DOGS * ve 





Boston Terriers, Japanese 
Spaniels, Pekes, Poms, 
Fox Terriers, Collies, 


~ PEKINGESE 





Airedales, LARGEST KENNEL IN AMERICA 
In fact all breeds | All ages and colors Chiefly “Sleeve Dogs” and puppies Champion Brex 
———— prices SOME AS LOW AS $25 
ig “— ¢. Satisfaction guaranteed. Safely sag anywhere. | Send for photographs and des ription 
Langhorne, Bucks MRS. H. A. BAXTE 
county. fenna. | 489 FIFTH AVENUE, New York GREAT NECK, L. Li 
any other Brown.) Tel. Vanderbilt 1236 Tel. Great Nec.- 418 Spec 























Every K 


SNOW WHITE ESQUIMO PUPPIES 

The smartest, handsomest and 
cutest dogs on earth. Just 
the thing for children, play 
ful, harmless as a kitten and 
very affectionate Always full 
of “Pep.”’ My puppies are 
raised on a Kansas farm 
Full of vigor, picture of 
health Send 5c in = stamps 
for illustrated catalog. Terms 
liberal. Will ship on approval 
to responsible parties. Guar- 
antee safe delivery anywhere. 


KENNELS ~~ Baldwin, Kansas 




















THE BROCKWAY 





——__ 





WILDROID KENNELS 
Oldest breeders of Pe- 


kingese. The real Orien- 

*& tal style of Pekes. 
Splendid puppies and 

x prize Wihhing grown 
dogs at sensible prices 

Address: MRS. ANNIE 

A. CAMPBELL, 
32 Mason Avenue, 
i < Binghamton, New York 








AIREDALE TERRIERS 
Champion Soudan Swiveller 
at stud, fee $25.00. The 
Sire of Champion Abbey 
King Nobbler, Champior 
Gold Heels, Champior 
Kirks Patricia. Puppies and 
grown stock for saie. 

1 SHIP ON APPROVAL 
BRAYVENT KENNELS 


23244 Clark he 
Westfield. N 
Phone 424M We a a ld 








DOGS! BIRDS! GOLDFISH ! 


TE always have a wonderful collection 
\W of the above for sale. Moderate prices 
{ satisfaction guaranteed is our motto. 
Write at on EDDY'’S PET SHOP. 
61 W. 27th St., Cor. 6th Ave. 
New York, N. ¥ Phone Watkius 8565 











E ARNSC Lrr FARMS 


LIN MASS 


ee OLUES 


bk 


SIRES MATROD INS. re PPIES. 
Wehave wor re ti prizes 
thel argest show: 


ITORS WELCOME 





SICK DOGS 


A BOOK on the treatment and the 
Care of Dogs ( Especially Pets ) mailed 
free, Address: Humphreys’ Veterinary 
Remedies, 156 William St., New York 


ia The Blue Grass Kennels, 
of Berry, Ky 


Setters and Pointers, 

Hounds, Wolf and 
and Opossum Hounds, Varmint 
and Lion Hounds, also 


offer for sale 
Fox and Cat 
Deer Hounds. Coon 





Airedale Terri All dogs shipped on trial, pur 
chaser alone to judge the quality. Satisfaction 
guaraliteed or mone refunded 100-page, highly 
istrated, instructive, and interesting catalogu 
ents in coin. 
PEKINGESE 
PUPPIES 
Bred from 


the very best 
imported 
strains. P 7 
pie 5 
Melrak ho 
gese Kennels 
Van Nostrand 
Avenue Engle 
wood, 
Phone 199 W 
Englewood 
20 min, motor 
ride from eke 








At Stud—Pao Chin of Melrah 


REXDEN-BELCARZA | 
KENNELS 








POLICE DOGS of -' st quality | 
Five imported dogs 
Pup fro; & ) up. 
111 pc pl RK CITY | 
Telephone j 
eT 
- ale—Hizgh Class 
ing Wire-haired 
mooth Fox 
Irish Terriers, 
Terriers, West 
d Terriers, Bull 
and mostly all 
for sale. 
Apply 


A DELMONT 
eonels Wynnewood, Pa, 








\ 


Kennel | 


| 
»- | 


in- 


Harper’s 


Bazar 


Recommended 


Is 








SHERLEY’S 


ENGLISH DOG MEDICINES 
AND LACTOL 


Best Dog Remedies in the World 


For Sale by 
ABERCROMBIE & FITCH CO. 
Madison Ave. & 45th St. New York 


Booklet Mailed Free on Request 











BELGIAN SCHIPPERKES 
Best Watchdog in the World 


The most 
pagionable 
log living Wo! 
dren Fine 
automobiles, 
registered stock 
up Verhelle Stock Farm, R I> 
No. 2, Somerville, New 


adorable intelligent com- 
small 
with chil 


looking 
dertul 


Imported Scottish 
and Wire-haired 


ox Terriers 


at stud 
Puppies usually for sale. 
Alvin arm, Registered 
American Kennel Club, 
Address communications 


Mrs. Emma _ Hunter, 
1660 N. Robinson St. 
Phila., Pa. 
Belmont 3440 J 











STIMULATES HAIR GROWTH 
‘S, ED ANIMAL SOFT SOAP 


This fragrant healing prod- 
uct of the pine forests improves the 
cout—destroys fleas- and he Ips many 
skin diseases. The A.S 








cents at your dealer—or we'll s 

direct upon receipt of the — 

SAINTAS CO., Dep c_ 
Sroakinen, 0: ¥. 





+8 Keap 











“MERIDALE” — PEKINGESE 





distinctly show their good breeding. Pup 
pies and grown dogs for ale at reasonable 
prices Che ive of ds buisquits ana 
parti-color “Me ridale i the home of 

Nowata Sam-Son of * Moriddule <i (At 
Stud. kee $50.) 


MERIDALE KENNELS 
(Mrs.F. C. McAllister), Great Neck, L. 1 
Box 81 Telephone Great Neck 381 








| PEKINGESE 
EXCLUSIVELY 
TTHE best quuality 
All puppies i u 
lated against distemper 





Sunnidale Kennels 
Registered. 


Miss M.LEIPSIGER 


Burlington Iowa 











SHEPHERD PUPPIES 
(Police Dogs) 
by our Champion Stock for sale 
P, A. B. Widener, 
Address all communications to 


LEWIS S. WORDEN, Mor. Joselle Kennels 
Elkins Park, Pennsylvania 


Owner 











WHITWORTH 
PEKINGESE 
Genuine Sleeve Speci- 
mens. f ou want 
you will be 


Summit, 














POLICE DOG PUPPIES 


from the world’s finest bloodlines, th oO 
man dog of human intelligence, combining 
the good qualities of all breeds 


GLEN GARDEN KENNELS (reg.) 


Brown Harwood, Owner, 110 W. 4th St 
Fort Worth, Texas, Reference: Bradstreets 
Duns 








Boston Terriers 


A few choice specimens, both 
sexes, sale, by the celebrated 
ASCINATION 

K. C, 107292 
Finest head ‘and expression of 


any dog in the country. Prices 

$30.00 up. 

Send stamp for 
circular 


MASSAGES KENNELS 


illustrated 





Box 195 Springfield, Mass. 
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“The Happiest Girl 
in the World’— 


she? ‘Tillie 
famous 


\\ ho 


star ! 


Peterson. Screen 
the pyramid of 


is 


As 


as 


Cheops, or the Grand Canyon of the 
olorado. 

In a Paris frock, roped in enormous 
pearls, against a background such as one 


might have seen in a palace of the 
Renaissance, she prattles about her happi- 
about her sainted mother, and the 
convent walls behind the = shelter of 


which she was brought up— 


ness, 


But the truth is she was born in a tene- 


ment of a small manufacturing city, her 
mother was a washwoman, her father 
derelict. 

Skilfully threading her way through pre- 


tence to reality, Mildred Cram lays bare 





the soul of this dancer who rose from the 
backroom of a saloon to such fame and 
fortune as only the world of today and 
the screen can offer. 
You'll never forget this story. 
The Happiest Girl he World”, 
} ed Cra be published 
ntl } he Varch 1car 











TOT I Dr TIMI 





OOL 

















Schools 


Foreign 


LAUSANNE, SWITZERLAND 
*" Mont Cho 

finishing seh 

man receive at \met 
life. High references 
ectus 


New York Schools 





®Maksmere 


MRS. MERRILL’S 
SCHOO! r GIRLS 


16th } 
Oaksmere Abroad 


Paris Branch at 
Avenue Montaigne, 25 


ir 


For Catal 1 S 
MRS. MERRILL’S SCHOOL for GIRLS 
Orienta Point, Box B, Mamaroneck. N. Y 











BRIARCLIFFE 


Vrs. Dou: s School for Girls 
Mrs. EDITM COOPER HARTMAN, B. S.-Principal 
BRIARCLIFF MANOR - NEW YORK 


BEECHMERE 
School for Little Girls 
Here your little girl 
to 12 will receive 
ation it 
atinos- 


Anita Alison, 
Malverne, 


Directress 
Long Island 


HEWLETT SCHOOL 





Hewlett Leng Island 
Primary through College [Prey itory All out- 
sports 
New Y 
Cathedral ‘School ‘a ‘Saint Mary 
A Scuoon ror Giers, 1 t m Ne York 
‘ ege preparatory at A general t M 
Art and D tie Se ce Catalog 1 
Rox B Miss Mima A. B P 


URSULINE ACADEMY 


Middletown, New York 
Ele y, letermedtate,  ¢ g Preparat 
M M ! I t Ss A h W 
iy reques . 
Separ 1 ft I 
‘Clara C. | Png Prin at York. 
Ossining-on-Hudson, Box 2-B 


HIGHLAND M ANOR — 


A} t tar u 
i nutes from Now York P uy 1 
t ( Preparator t 
EUGENE H LEHMAN. 
N 


Tarrytown-on-Hudson Box B 


THE HEBBARD SCHOOL 
t ’ Th Children House 
e-year graded s¢ wy Il g 

4 M i int tat i 

1 la outd 
“Mrs. J. C. Bz 


Hebb ard, Principal, 
Ve 


Tarrytown-on-Hudson, 














“School must 


Are vou forcing your 
remain in a school for 
unsuited? 


At a recent meeting in Washington of supervising 
school principals, it was definitely pointed out that the 
“need was shown to be the fitting of the system to the 
capacity of the child rather than the fitting of the child 
into an inflexible system.” 

A good school realizes that each boy is like all other 
boys in many respects but that there is a fundamental 
difference which must be discovered. 

To help you find the one school which will meet your 
problem is the purpose of the Harper’s Bazar School 
Bureau. Address your letter: 


be fitted to Pupil” 


son or daughter to enter or 
which he or she is manifestly 


Kenneth N. Chambers, Director 
HARPER'S BAZAR SCHOOL BUREAU 
119 West 40th Street, New York 








= 


New York Schools 


New York School 
of Music and Arts 


150 Riverside Drive, New York City 





The SCOVILLE 
SCHOOL 


2042 FIFTH AVENUE 
NEW YORK CITY 
Boarding and Day School 








. Beautiful location overlooking Hudson 
for Girls : River 

ll = Ro ; Dissite 
Full preparatory and idvanced lay and urding Pup 
studies College preparation Art = Ideal home life for refined, cultured 
Music, Interior Decoration, Dramatic 3 Europe and America’s Most Eminen 
Art. Languages and Practical courses achers. 
In liv lual care ind supervision 3 Voice. pinion: dean wickn: tens and ae 

talogue a. = 

mee ee 2 instruments. Dramatic art, dancing, lan 
Mi Rosa B. Cuisman, Principa 3 guages. Outdoor life and all recreational 


ind social advantages 














OMSTOCK ‘SCHOOL 










An niche weds Provides a_ thorough 1 
Mi Foster’s Se for Girls. " 1 i “lucation in all bra 
Advanced E ective le Prepara nd e highest advantages t yst 
= al Ar Nati h Teach 
5 2 re > j 
East 72nd 8 . Yor ‘ Y¥ Address. Seoretary. ”'120 Claremont Ave., N. Y. City 





WALLCOURT 











e= ‘SOCIAL MOTIVE SCHOOL aig We gg Ppl rly aces 
s bine ares irl r Pe Arnal _ ar tarial 
¥ i $ lege lene u itll 
sz = tury for ys and girls Ju and vd 
. y s ee . sh BEN i. ey Prin, ly. “Principal Wallcourt Schoel, Ausora- -on- n-Cayuga, N.Y. 
26 West Lt x. ¥. ciy DREW SEMINARY. rG 
n Li Gl la, Ca fr 
THE SEMPLE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS N. ¥. City, 600 rai 
‘ sit phere. General at 
aot Fark. Meee ad as Pepi, Speci aida oreo 
it courses, Languages, Art, Music 2 wipe ag aa 
t Art, | Social lif Ou r reereati LANE, “reale ca: 1 I = 
T. Darrington Semple, Principal 
241 cone al Park West, Box B New York City = For Girls 
——_—_— ae Vormerly at Tarryt Hudson, now ou Otseg 
. The Gardner School for Girls neem. Seapensten New York. For catalog a 
1L East 51st Mrs. Russell Houghton 
rough 1 il lif Box 10 Cooperstown, N. Y. 
| ‘ pr arate 4 
il : v 1 Mu I Ps 
Ty ‘ 


Vocational Counsel 





The Finch School 


~ und work | 
| 


61 East 77th Dtrent. 
ber of vere City 


Day S phas 


HERBERT A. WILKINSON 





“Jessica G. Cosgrave, A.B., LL.B., Principal VOCATIONAL COUNSELOR 
Anne E Reareman, A. B.. A.M., — Pria. LYNBROOK a ieee iaekiainees 
cuitmitietmdmmenmenaaunss a eeeaal By appointment in New Yor t 
oul Ba mie oT 
The Scudder School f bas a 


service G nasium, swimming 
H. B. Scudder, New York City, 
Riverside Drive 





New Jersey Schools 





t 
madres Miss 
244 W. 72d St., at ios 








“Miss Beard's s ; School for yy 
COLUMBIA Preparatory School ron 


OL We St. at We \V 
Resident and Day Bo 
K indergarten—Grammar—College 





st S&th 


1 
n Adare 





st i 








rer ary Collegiate Institute 
New 











ul country bear 
buildir 50 acres; 4 




















° pool, 
The Junior School prepari atory ‘ce os. Gen- 
ain a ‘ -Ourses atalog « request. 
For boys and girls between ages of 6 and Dr. Robert 4b Trevorrow, Pres., Box 41, ” Sacaie: 
i2 Indivi dual beds, complete school town, N. J. 
equipment. Altitude 800 ft., at gateway 
to the Berkshires. Two hours from New ST. ELIZABETH- OF- THE- ROSES Episcopal 
York. Address 4 Mother Scho 
MRS. L. S. TEBBETTS Children 1 to 12 ars. Ope 4 ar. ve hour 
= . palatine : from New Yous Cc ity Usual s tudie : ‘out loor sports 
Arlington New York The Sel ‘hat Develops Initiative.’ 
Mrs. W. B. Stoddard. Directress, Caldwell, N. J. 





Institute of Musical ie 














Chaperonage Homes 


SOUTHERN LODGE 











Harrison, N. Y. (near Rye) 
45 minutes out 
Delighttul ome for young womer Ou w sports 
Ree t MM Hunter Wilser 70 Madison As 
New York Ci os 
Planned exclusively for wishing to 
pursue special studies N York 
1 vception ai opportunity to acquire fluent 
Freneh Every aeeant age f the Cit 
Annoucement oO equest 


320 West 107th St., New 





MISS MACINTYRE or MLLE. TALGUEN 








York City 
(Riverside Drive) 








Residence in New Park 


FOR GIRL STUD 
MRS. HENRY HARRISO 
344 West 84th Street 


ish cies at pt Prost 


ENTS 
N BOSWELL 
Cc haperonage 


rer request, 


Mrs. _ oe ee Ford Lillard | 


6 West 87th Street, New York 


ot 





House 


A ou t re-opening hier as 6 
Resick Women students 
Chaperonage. Circular on request. 


TEASDALE RESIDENCE | 


For barons J Women and saa 


! t 
336 West ‘g0th Street .. 
t Telephone: 


Au Attractive 


Roo 


Students 
Ch iperonage 


Riverside Drive 
Schuyler 


7724 


Hone 


FOR A FEW GIRL STUDENTS 
West End Ave. & 79th St. 


Chaperon: age 


Sec’y, 391 West End. Ave., 
Tel. Schuyler 1131 


References 


ticulars address: 
Apt. 3 North, N. Y. C, 





“Che Chaperanage” 


A home for Young Ladies study 


NEW YORK CITY 


Decoratior 


ing or visiting in 


Sooklet 


rior See 
“MISS. lucy MAY JOHNSON, Chaperone 
The Webster, 40 West 45th Street, Near Fifth Ave. 





* 
ia 
Tutoring 
a vuTrTorRrin ¢——_ 
Elementary and Preparatory Branches 
Sucee fi il record with New York's leading 
private at student's or 
tut culars add 
Mr i y. 84th St, NYA 
| 
a > a 
Teachers’ Agencies 


THE FISK TEACHERS’ AGENCY 


ralleled 


service. 








Nearly 




















I at hool in) America has em 
1 our recommendation. 

C. ‘Ss. ‘CROSMAN, 225 FIFTH AVE., N. Y. 
Pennsylvania Schools 
The Mary Lyon School 
A Country School in a College ae 
( exe Preparator pl ~ 
Genet nl Finishing Courses, Op rrtunity 

Ivanced ly One teacher 
girl Op en classroom SEVEN G ABLLS. 
‘ Ju ol for ae 6 ¢ 14; 
' fee ipment 
H M. Crtet, A.B., Frances L. Crist, A.B., 
Principals, Box 1510, Swarthmore, Pa. 
F Girls 
LINDEN HALL SEMINARY <a 1746 





lege 


“THE COWLES SCHOOL | 


year. A sound 
Efficient college 
r Denton, Visiting 
\ Mi Iton Cowles. A 
Oak Lane, 


gener 
prep 








PENNSYLVANIA, Overbrook. 


x Director, Ft 
B., Headmistre 
Philadelphia, I 


ul educ for 
ration 
Piano Dept. 


Miss mesg s School : ; rb ri 4 al 


r, mind an¢ 


< 425, JENKINTOWN, 


BEECHWOOD 


Jenkintown, Pa. Benen or 
yor W Ce 





ad tr $s as above. 
































Pennsylvania Schools 

















, 
Boa {i Day School for girls and your 
on Ma lin sixteen miles from Phila 
College Preparatory General and 
I purse Vocational Work—Do 
\ Sceretarial—Social Service—Art 
M Campus of sixteen acres Physical 
‘ vw , Horseback riding and all 
MRS LANGDON creme. Principal 
Box 102 Devon, Pennsyivania 
OGONTZ SCHOOL. Founded 1850. A schu 
i g i estate orm the uninait t a 
il ates frol Phila Illustrated booklet 
i  Sgiagine mailed on request t 


MISS ABBY = SUTHERLAND, Principal 
Pennsylvania, Montgomery County 

HARCU SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 

BRYN MAWR, PA. 


Tl ih college preparation or special 

% tudy \ ( rt New building, large 
g 1 Athletic riding Mus. E. 
Late 1, B s. Head of School se 
L. M. Wins, B. P., Head of Acad. Dey 


BISHOPTHORPE MANOR 














\ ‘ ot for girls Bernice to New Y 
: r ke ( prep ry 
eral cou Deacatarin’ work eyed N Say 
iy Box 24 Bethlehem, Pa 
THE DARLINGTON SEMINARY, Inc. Estal 
L lsel A select school for girls GU-acre 
t 2 s from Phil adelphia Coll re 
srator etarial, Music, Art, Expressic mn, 
nest ti ce and P oar Regi Courses 
Riding, Sw ming aed all out Catal 
Christine F. Bye, Pres., Box 622, "West Chester, Pa. 


Devereux Tutoring School 
For Girls Berwyn, Pa. Box B 


lor girls from ¢€ ght to twenty who require special 
truction Also music and industrial arts 35 
eres 16 miles from Philadelphia. 


New England Schools 


prrerrnnire e 





Southfield Point Hall 





1 for Girls Seautifully situated or 

i i land Sound at Southfield Point. Inter 

ecliate genera college preparatory 

Mu £ ties athletics, and 

ort Hor at ack riding, skating, skiing, 52 

ites) from Grand Central Station, New 
York Limited enrollment 


JESSIE CALLAM GRAY. B.A.. Principal 
BERNICE TOWNSEND PORTER 
Assistant Principal 
6 Davenport Drive, Stamferd, Conn. 


THE ELY SCHOOL 


ELY COURT 
CONNECTICUT 


One hour from New York. 











GREENWICH 


In the 


GLEN EDEN !:" 
I ith carly = 
Enter any time 


country. 

gh-school girls 

gra m2 ites. Subur- 

City, 50 minutes from 

Magnificent equipment. 

For booklet ad« lres ss Record 
) yrad ( 





SAINT MARGARET’S SCHOOL 





iith year. College preparatory Secretarial | 
Do tic Sci Courses. Gymnasium ed 
at hu y life oe nt er x n 
Mi Emily Gardner Mu A.M 

Waterbury, Cor 


Norwalk, Conn. 
For Girts. 


HILLSID 








45 miles from New York. Preparatio 
or college entranc examination 
ieneral courses Organized athletics 
of Margaret R. Brendlinger, A.B. (Vassar) 
Vida Hunt Francis, A.B. (Smith) 
Principals 
ROGERS HALL SCHOOL for GIRLS 
: well, chusetts. 38 minutes from Boston. 
anitry rts sium and sWimming pool. 
I italogue and views. address 
Miss Olive Sewall Parsons, B.A., Princ:pal 
CHOATE SCHOOL 
Hon 1 day sch Special emphasis 
ge preparat 
Augusta Choate \ A.M Principal 
0 Beac Kline, Mass 
Bl IN 
A ¢ y-City Bo Day School For 
boys anc ll ages 
MRS. ALTHEA REW, Principal 


1440 Beacon kline, Mass. 





THE CHAMBE SCHOOL 
General, special ge  preparators 
Househ usic. Languages 
teachers oor sports. 
261 st 


mmonw , Boston, Mass. 





Camp? 


owner 


New England Schools 


THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRS 


Founded by Mary A. Burnham in 18 
Opposite Smith College Campu 
te HeLeN E. Tuompson, Headmistr 


Northamptot 


HOUSE IN THE PINES 
Mass. 30 miles from Boston 
tor Girls. College preparatory and thiish 
Art, Household Arts.  Secre 
attention, not only to habit 
irl’s health and happiness 
Cornisi Principal 


GIRLS 


Gene 


Ma 


sachusett 


Norton, 





Gertrude E 


HOWARD SEMINARY FOR 
from Bostot Preparatory and Courses 
One-year jaitensive course ca entrance 
examinations sabe economics Strong 
vurses In music Horse 
back ridir g. Mr. and Mrs. 
c. P Kendall. "bohenienta. 

26 Howard St., West Bridgewater, 


TENACRE—A Country School 
10 to 14 
Hall 


letics 


tiles 


Mass. 


for Girls 


Preparatory to Dana 
AIL sports ne atl 


14 
sul ~ io “seul al 

! pl 1 tthe truc 
fluence ‘Miss ‘Heten Temple. Cooke, 
Wellesley. Mass. 


LASELL SEMINARY 


\ school that develops well-trained, healthful and 
resourceful womanhooe [ 


eare and 
‘Dana Hall, 





> lO ES Isic 

Art, College gy -paratory and Sec ratarias Courses. 
Guy M. Winslow, Principal 

137 Woodland. Road Auburndale. Mass 


WALNUT HILL SCHOOL 





A College Preparatory School for Girls. 17 miles 
from Bostor 46 acres 6 buildings Skating 
pond Athletic flelds. Gymnasium 


MISS CONANT, MISS BIGELOW 
30 Highland Street Natick, Mass. 


THE MAC DUFFIE SCHOOL for Girls 


Springfield, Mass. Ample Grounds. 

















Principals: John MacDuffie, Ph.D., 
Mrs. John MacDuffie, A.B. 
LINCOLN SCHOOL 
A school for girls, offering country life with the 
tivantages of the city Special preparation for 
college examinations and general cour Kx 
ceptional opportunity for outdoor sports Hor 
back riding 
Miss Miriam Sewall Converse, Prit ul 
Providence, Rhode Islatd 
Washington Schools 






NATIONALPARK SEMINARY 


Washington, D, C., Suburbs 


JAMES E.AMENT, Ph.D., LL.D., President 
For Young Women ts the funda- 
meotals of a college catio in a two 
year diploma course. Music, Art. Expres- 
sion, Domestic Science and other vocational 
courses Athletics, Gymnasium, swimming 
pool, riding. Thirty-two buildings. Fighty- 
five acre campus Cultured envir« 
healthy surroundings, democratic 
enrollment urged 









Catalog 


is 








~ COLONIAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


Beautiful ocation in National ©€ a 








School College Preparatory and Colle ourses 
Complete Domestic Science and Se retar! at lepart 
metits usi Art and Expression. Wel rdered 
home and so al ife Organized play and recrea 
tio All athletics. Catalog Miss Charlotte 
Crittenden yeverett. Principal, 1533 Eighteenth 
Street, N. -. Washington. c. 


Gunston Hall: 


A School for Girls. Established 1892 
Mrs. Beverley R. Mason, Principal 
1924 Florida Av e.,Washington, mC. 
CHEVY CHASE SCHOOL 


f today and tomorrow. Course 





year advanced for high sehooi ¢ 
rivalled location at the national l 
hire Cuevy CHase SCHOOL, Box B 
EAkNEST FARRINGTON, D., Head 


KING- preceding STUDIO-SCHOOL 








For your mer Courses in mus anu 

painting, scu pt ure lar expressio i ! 

mati art and academic or college ub 

All courses elective Unusual social advantace 
Director Kir mith Studio-School 

1751 New Hampshire Ave Washing a. « 


Southern Schools 


FLORIDA 
Miss Harris’ Florida School 


Grammar and college preparation cours 


Outdoor classes. Ocean bathing and golt all year 
Miss Junta FILLMORE Harri ’ 
804 First Avenue, S. E Miami, Florida 





A School of the 
Out-of-Doors to 
accommodatethe 
children of Win- 
ter Visitors. 

Mrs. Caroline E. 


Gates Rooney, 
Principal 


The 

Palm Beach 
Private School 
Atlantic Ave. 
Palm Beach 

















Mak the S e 


Southern Schools 





ROLLINS COLLEGE 


Winter Park, Florida 
O-EDUCATION AI Inter 


C 
national. Standard cours 


to A. B. degree Special 


den 
s leading 
tdvantages 


ind 





and water sports. Expenses $400 


italogu 














Qe — 

| WARD =! BELMONT | 
i A w AnD BE L MONT con t ala . | 
, ‘ PB te sae" | 


it ought. 
” » and refinement, 

WARD RELMONT. offers a 

year course of study embracing 


years of lege Its well-balanced | 
neh lress 





curriculum ts the ndividual 
needs of studetits r information, 
WARD-BELMONT 

Box Y. Nashville, Tenn. 





Belmont Terrace, 





=! = 


COLUMBIA INSTITUTE 


the Bluegrass 

Olde Episcopal Schoo nm eountry Fee $6 

| Write f catalogue Ernest Bo Crui ' Pre 
Columbia, Tennessee 

| BRENAU COLLEGE CONSERVATORY 

Note I fo 


OC’ life; locatior fin 
Nortti of Atlanta 


In of Tennessee 


Select pat ix sO tile pleasant 





eymtha im 
and illustrated book 
Brenar. B it 


Hollins College 


FOR WOMEN 


Gaine e, Gu 

















j led 1842 Standars courses for 
r of Arts ana Music cde 
Adduiission by certifieate 1 examina- 
2) stile wati in 
mountains of Va Por tnd views 
iddre Matty L ( Box t5 
Hollins, Va 
VIRGINIA COLLEGE for Young 
ee Roanoke. Va 
the Valley of Virginia ~d for health ee 
ee Elective, Preparat d ful Jun Colleg 
courses. Music, Art, Expr ion, Dome tie Science 
Catalogue Addr Martie P. Harris, President 
Mrs. Gi iupeE Haknis Boarwrient ice-Pre 


Sullins College for Girls and Young Women 
ings. every 





vew buil room has bath attached 
Gym asium Swim $ Pool Outdoor Sports 
Standard High School and Junior College Cours 
Music, Art, Expression and Domestic Science 
Secretarial Courses Students from 40 — states 
Write for catalogue and views WwW. E. Martin, 
Ph.D., Pres., Box B. Bristol, Va. 


STUART HALL, Snneeetene, Virginia 





| Epises opal school for girls Sessic 
} Rich in tracitior f the to needs of 
the present e rougl I arutio 0 
a sports lelre 

MRS. a N HILLS A.B., Box H. 
| St. Hilda's Hall, _ Charles Town, W. Va. The 
Chevro School Girls Episcopal i thie 
| Shenandoah Valle Col Preparatory Elec 
Courses ibe andl Art Athletics Oper i 
classes Thc jual instruction $600 Catalog 


MARIAH. PENDLETON DUVAL, crenelns 








(former Principal Stuart Hall 

THE ROBERTS-BEACH SCHOOL 
CONCENTRATED. OLLEGE. PREE PARATION. by 

Ou lov life on tern re tat Hear a tim: 
s ur Addres 100, Ca Mil 

MARYLAND COLLEGE FOR WOMEN 

ice: Musics Aavanitages: 10. tiles 

) building Str fa 
ult ( italogue jd Box 





Western Schools 


THE ANNA HEAD SCHOOL 
FOR GIRLS 


Berkeley, California 
Mary E. Witsonx, M.I Principal 
Catalogue on request 
S4th year opened September 7th 


THE BISHOP'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS, La Jolla, California 





Upon the Seripps Foune ndat on Upper Lower 
s« ol sducational a traini jual te 
that of Eastern School He: alt t eli th 
vorld, Sixteen miles from San Dieso al ronado 
Rt. Rev. Joseph H. Johnson, President 
Caroline S. Cummins, M < ‘He admistress. 


LINDENWOOD COLLEGE , 


For Women. Founded 1827. 114 acres of ground 
‘Three miliion do in equipment am 

nent Two and r year lege cour 

legrees Music Ho nomics 

ism, Secretarial ithe r vocational 





a vervised RT t 30 minutes from 
atali ‘ J. L. Roemer, D.D., 
| Box si Cc : ne", St < eS Mo. 


7 GMESTERN Unive 


College of Liberal Arts 4p. = 


Louis 
President, 













x lg 


Evanston nois 
» for book of views ax ‘detaile 1 
descriptic in the | 
4 f Address 





C. FLICKINGER. Dean 


ROY C. 
515 University Hall Evanston, Ill 








lection 


Camps 


SUMMER 
ULVER. SCHOOLS 


Naval Woodcraft Cavalry 
Artillery Aviation 

I ull the world there 
is ! 1 like a 
summer at Culver for a 
real, live red-blooded boy 
Exper each and id 
Perhay tw sail a boat 
ride a horse, pilot a 1 
druptace, fire a 7 r 
do an tadian War Danes 
W ift School for 
younger boy Sead for 
atalogu me the 100 
that t ts you. Add 3 


SECRETARY'S AIDE 





Culver Indiana 


ASH-NO-CA 


“A BOYS’ CLUB” 
In the Mountains 
of North Carolina 








Not a school, not a camp, but a place planned, 
equipped, and conducted for the pleasure “<P 
physical and tera welfare of boys u t 
seventeen during the summer Delightful cli- 
mate No mosquitoes Sports include hiking 
ag climb ng, ¢ ames g. @ gern swith 
n r track golf 
bk VERY THING \ "Boy LIKES, Fine build- 
ngs furnish healthful sleeping accommeoda 
tions and other vu stints ane place for 
recreation in Wet) W have be 


ssible care Large abundane 

of wholesome food 714 acre trac 

Address George Jackson, Asheville School, 
Asheville, N. C. 


farm fi irhis shes 
t 











BONNIE DUNE—Cape Cod, Mass. 
All the fun of camp, all the care of home 
givens a few boys (8-14 years) o ireeay. 
sunny, healthy Cape Cod 

Mrs. Dwicir L. Rogers, 

Dwieht L. Rogers, Jr, Direetor 
s Parl le Road, Providence, Rhode Island 
Charleston _ eee Ontarlo, Canada 

\ ect Boys’ Camp 


yrmation wr 


ko fe ut 
WILLIAM B. HAZEL, ‘16 West 47th St. +» New York City 


CAMP WILDMERE HARRISON, MAINE 


Sebago Lake Region 


Directed by men who understand how to give 
a good tit with ire for their health and ath 
Unusual equipment Xhilarati port enthu 
siastic camper umber limited Trip to Mount 
Washingtor 

Irving C. Woodman, 6 West 82nd St., N. Y 


ROTHERWOOD CAMP 
At Lake Bunganaut, Alfred, Maine 





Vader Christia Sciet managemet 
\ that is best in camp life for boys ft i gs 
Write for catalog 
PF. 8. MILLETT, Alfred, Mair 
4 For Boys 7 1 
Camp Champlain [,"" )"s., 
yn Mallett’s Bay, Lake Champlain, between Gr 
npc Adirondack Mt A gloriou vacation wit 
canoeing vinnt g hiking baseball horseback 
riding uth yea Ro et Wa. HL. Brown, Pres 
dent Be curl y School, 309 W. 83rd St., NY 


errant SOROKIS FOR BOYS 
A small home can 

Lake in Foothills of Wh.t 

r ds seniors “Bu ga 

per Boy.” Booklet 

Le ws C. Williams, 98 Rutiand Rd. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. Flatbush 3774 


CAMP SUNNY CREST 


For Girls (9-20) Pewee Lake, Maine 
expert direct il ‘ Sports 
mubidied 

Atitil 

Referer 1 
101 West 





VAGABONDIA 


A mountain camp for girls at Dorchester, 


For booklet, address either director rte eg 
Glenada Pla Brookly N. Florence M 
kis 8 Delaware Ave Detroit, Mich 





Sargent Camps 


PETERBORO. N. H. 
The — Camps for Girls 
ts purpose in helping the 





Every activit 
girl toward hea seful lit Skilled 
leade Wood ale rts, hiking, 
back riding, games, drama 3, music 

sre Camp. Unexcelled juipu 

Homecraft for little folks 

aareans Club. A dis i t unit with all camp 
privileges for girls ove 1s Campers acceptes 
for wo weeks OF more. June to Sept. inclusive 

me ated booklet address Camp Secre- 
tary, 8 eg St. Cambridge, Mass. 














This Directory. 


Camps 





Ages 7-13 
13-17 17-30 





. 
we, 
+ a 
ee — 
iquaplaning 
On Lake Morey ISth season All sport 
Horse-back riding Our aim-—-a vigorous bod 
alert mind anil = character 000 girl 
have been in camp Il not a ingle serious 
accident Aloha ¢ ome for Boys under sat 
management For bookle ddress 
MRS. E. L GULICK 
221 Addington Road Brookline, Mass. 








W THE QUALITY 
YNONA| “we ro 


LAKE MOREY, FAIRLEE, VT. 


A wonderful playground of 
pine wooded mountain and 
beautiful lake Hiking 
swimming canoeing all 





out-door sport 
truction in horsemanship 
Fine string of saddle-horse 
Cozy bungalow an the 
pine tree Every comfort 
and convenience for health 
and ufety Expert Coun 
cillor Girl carefull 
chosen for qualities of com 
panionship ar portsman- 
ship Juniors 8-13, Senior 
13-20 I!lustrated catalog 
address 
WYNONA CAMP 
273 Summer St. Fitchburg, Mass. 
Lake Morey Club a modern hotel 
under sane man ent 











Camp Winnahkee * he 











lett's Bay, Lake ——— plait Best 

land 1 water spor Horset 

boat dramaties, diuci ha 

Councilor Prained inst 7 

Mi Wa. H. Brown Oo We S3rd St 

CAMP WINNESHEWAUKA 

Lunenburg, Vt. 

In the White Mountain re 

Free horseback ridin Water 

Handicrafts Satisfied paretits 

tell the story Booklet o reques 

Herbert F. Balch, Dept. B, St. Johnsbury, Vt. 


MYSTIC | 


CAMP MYSTIC CONNECTICUT 


“MISS JOBE’S CAMP FOR GIRLS” 


Water camp for girls Half way be- 
York and Bos ife in the ew 
hill wood and by tl ea Unusual 
ent bungalow tennis ourts Shower 
bath Moder tnitatic Salt wat 

torboating swimming safe canoeil 
iia lanci field athletics, arts and 
dramatics Cam ife and trip under the 
irection of Miss Jobe, who has had ter 
practical experic e (summe and win- 
ping and exploratic in the Canadian 
are for the safet and health of each 
ors a Senior Age 8-1 llus- 





JOBE 


M F. G. S. 
Room 64, 50 Morningside Drive, New York 





Camp Cowasset 


North Falmouth, 
Bay, Cape Cod. 


on Buzzards 
Seashore Camp for 


Mass., 
The 


Girls Safe canoeing swimming and 
Water sports Free horseback riding, 
trained instructor, tennis, basketball 
field contests. Seniors and Juniors. Good 


food, good fun and good care 


Address Miss Beatrice A. Hunt. 
20 Plymouth St. Holbrook, Mass. 














Special Schools 


These Camps and 


Species 4 samneniian 


BULKLEY MANOR RESIDENT AND DAY SCHOOL 


Individual Instruction, Handicrafts, Gardening, 


auRRUM nM 


‘asain = 


Music, Physical Culture, Elementary Subjects. 
Excellent care given nervous and backward chil- 
dren, MM 


Ideal location U ER CAMP. 
LO M. WARNER, “tee 


448 Forest Ave., Rye, 


BACKWARD CHILDREN 
Laamined and educated psychologically. Hourly 
appointment in New York City Ages 3 wo 16 
Speech development Physicians and parents en- 
dorsenieti ts 

Miss Stewart, Specialist 
123 Valentine St., Mt. Vernon, N 


THE _— SCHOOL Montessori Kindergarten, 


ry and Intermediate. 
For iildren physically 


— aK oaialy normal, ye 
who pot individual instruction personal 
attention. Industrial and domestic music. 
Seautiful country home. (12 miles from Phila.). 
J. R Hedley, M.D., resident physician. Mrs. 
Hedley, Principal, 





Box B, Glenside, Pennsylvania. 


The Bancroft School 


For Mentally Subnormal Children 
One of the oldest and best schools of its kind in exis 
tence For catalog address Box 165, Haddonfield, N.J 
E. A. Farrington, M.D Jenzia Coulson Cooley 


MISS WOODS SCHOOL 


For Exceptional Children 
who are unable to progress in public or 
private schools. 


Mollie Woods Hare, Box 152, Roslyn, Pa. 
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Boys’ 


Schools 


ST. JOHN’S SCHOOL, MANLIUS 
| 


College Preparatory and Military 





Among the hills 11 miles from Syracuse Complete 
equipment A happy school life with well ordered 
recreations and athletic Business course. Junior 
School Boy received mid-term GEN Wn 
VERBECK, Pre Box 12 Y 


Manlius 


AWLING 


Dr. Frederick L. Gamage, Headmaster 
Pawling New York 


The Raymond Riordon School 


A sane School certified by the 
Board York State Sooklet 
Write 


Highland 


SCHOOL 





capable 
of New 


daring 


of Regents 


Ulster County, N. Y. 


Peekskill Military Academy 


Army officers detailed but pre-eminently College 
Preparatory. Complete modern equipment t. Separate 
building for young boys. 89th year 
kre the Principals, Peekskill, N. Y 

MOUNT PLEASANT SCHOOLS 

For over one hundred years_a refined school 
home for boys of all ages. Practical military 
training with fleld work. College and business 
preparation Physical training and athletic sports 
‘Addres Cc HARLES FREDERICK es lg 

7 0. | Box 523, Ossining-on-the-Hudsor 


ST. PAUL’S 


A Boarding School for Boys 40 minutes from 
New York ‘or catalogue address 
WaLTerR R. MarsH, Headmaster, 
160 Stewart Ave.. Garden City, L. L, N 
McBurney School 
Day college prep aratory school for boys 
Separate Junior department for younger boys. 
atalogue on request 
OMAS HEMENWAY, A.M., Headmaster 


TH 
318 W. 57th St., New York. Phone Columbus 7920 


MR.CARPENTER’S PRIVATE CLASSES for BOYS 
Know" THE CARPENTER SCHOOL 




















310 West End Ave., near 74th St., N. Y. C. 
Primary to College. 22nd year, Circular. 
Peddie is a school that trains boys 
to be MEN! Nine miles from Pri 
tor —— n dormitories—60 
c ampu s—all spor Gradusé 
all colleges by certificate 
tion 6th year 
tho rough yy 
FOR CATALOG 
Beoer, W. Swetiand, LL.D., Headmaster 
Box 2-S Hightstown, N 











_ WENONAN MILITARY ACADEMY 


Frepare f college 





jet s 
CHARLES M Loxencs, 
N A, SNYDER, Supt., 





FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE SCHOOL 
FOR 


KATONAH, NY. Telephone 70 
Correspondence and Jnspection Invited. 
Rupopu S. Friep, Principal. 


SOUND VIEW SCHOOL 











For Backward Children 9 - 15 years 
Individual Instructi Summer School in Mains 
70 Prospect St., Portchester, N. ¥ Tel. 1556 M 


CKWARD | | 
ILDREN | 


meen Military | Academy 








Perpetuates the vigorous ideals and robust Ameri- 
Panis neodore Roo sovelt Strong outdoor life 
progre e curriculur s hous fe leadership 
nusual advisory board Catalog John B. 
Carrington. Headmaster, West Englewood, N. J 
BLAIR ACADEMY 
A Real Boy’s Schoo! near 
Dela ware Water Gap. General education and col- 
ge preparatic Superb building equipment 
very modern facility Fine athletic spirit. Separate 
lawer Sel ] Catalog Address on C. Sharpe 
LL.D., Headmaster tox 2 Blairstow1 . 


“CARSON LONG SS TETC JTE 


College Prepar atory 


year 





modern building ! 
thful country locatior i 
$400. Boys cman ‘how to lear 
to live 
New Bloomfield, Pa 


}and military it 


OR BOYS | 
| FLORIDA MILITARY ACADEMY | 


Schools 





Are Listed for 





Your Convenience 








PAGE 


Military Academy 


A big school for little boys (as 
young as six but not over four- 
teen) where the little fellows get 


home care and training Your 
boy will be safe here while he 
learns worthwhile things. Sym- 
pathetic, intelligent guidance 
everywhere Military training, 
modified to meet boys’ needs, 
makes alert. erect and prompt 
Let Page stare your boy so he 
will go right. Lady teachers to 
fifth grade House Mothers 
Ask for the Page catalog. Ad- 
dress 

ROBERT A. GIBBS. - — 

Route 7, Box 

Los Angeles California 











Boys’ Schools Professional Schools 
J 


American Academy 
of 


Dramatic Arts 


| FOUNDED IN 1884 
FRANKLIN H. SARGENT, President | 
The leading institution for Dra- 


matic and Expressional Training in 

America. Connected with Charles 

Frohman’s Empire Theatre and Com. 

panies. For information apply to 
THE SECRETARY 


175 Carnegie Hall 
NEW YORK 


N.Y. 











Hitchcock Military Academy 


San Rafael, California. (18 miles from San Francisco.) 
44th year opened first Monday September Early 
registration necessary. All year round outdoor life 
Academy fully accredited. For illustrated catalogue 
address Rex H. Sherer, President, San Rafael, Calif. 





San Diego Army and Navy Academy 
College preparatory. Offers best in academic 
truction. Fully aceredited. Chris- 
tian character training emphasized. Army detail. 


Outdoor epee entire year. Located near ocean 
Summer session July Ist to Sept. Ist 
CaLir., Pac ifle Beach. Capr. THos. A. Davis, Pres 





~ aaanenaa MILITARY & NAVAL ACADEMY 


A virile American preparatory school for boys of 
haracter Operates on self-government principles 
honor ideals Limi hed to 200 70 miles from 
Chicage Catal hows peculiar advantages 
Address COL. R. P. DAVIDSON. Supt., Lake 


Geneva, Wisc. 


HORPE 


Boys under 15. Non-sectarian. Semi-mili- 
tary 10 in a class Strong faculty 
Individual —_attention Summer Camp 


LAKE FOREST. ILL. 








On the St. Johns River 30 miles south of Jack- 
sonville Boys from 8 to 15 years. Outdoor fea- 
tures all the year round. 
co EO. W. HULVEY. Supt. 
Magnolia Springs, Florida 
TENNESSEE MILITARY INSTITUTE 
Box 82, Sweetwater, Tenn, 
You owe it to society, yourself, and your boy to 
choose with utmost care the school which will 
ar nit pat him Tennessee Military Institute is 
South's Best Known Military School.’ 
Our: catalog will help you w choose wisely. Write 
Staunton Military Academy 
Joys from 13 to 20 years old prepared for the 


Universities, Government Academies or 





Susiness. | 


nnasium, sWinuning pool and athletic park. | 
375,000 barracks. Charges $600. For cata- 
address Col. Thos. H. Russell, B.S., Pres., 
, Staun ton (Kable Station), Va. 


ABBOTT SCHOOL for Boys 


In the hills of the Rangeley Region. Preparation 
for college or business Intense interest in the 
welfare of every boy Health, happiness, achieve- 
ment. Catalog on request. 


Farmington, Maine 


POWDER “POINT SCHOOL 





Will = stand your boy and help him to under- 
tan if 
RALPH K. BEARCE, A.M., Headmaster 
54 King Caesar Road, Duxbury, Mass. 
WILLISTON—A School for Boys 
Preparatory for college or scientific a Di- 
rected work and play Junior School for young 
beys A distinct school in its own building; 
separate faculty. Address Archibald V, Gal- 
brai *rincipal, Box H, Easthampton, Mass 
WORCESTER ACADEMY 
250 Boys. 22 Teachers 
Strictly preparatory for college or engineering 
school. Junior School for young boys. ‘or cata- 
log, address The Registrar 
G. D. Church, M.A. 
Samuel F. Holmes, M.A., Prin., Worcester, Mass. 


NOBLE & cgeenegen SCHOOL 


dham 


ASS. 














4 Country Boarding and Day School, 9 miles from 
Boston, 100 acres. On the Charles River. Superb 
Mansion. Gymiuasium and boathouse. Athletic fields 
Preparatiam r¢ iscientific schools Address 
( s aa Headmaster 
ROXBURY 
r the Individual. Classes limited to 
Hard work required E mpert instruc- 
] and physically soys € when- 
es occur Fx é addr 
ma Roxbury S hool, Inc 





Cheshire, Conn 


_MASSEE COUNTRY SCHOOL _ 


£ Soun 51 minutes from 
a ail co ie and 
or Department for boys 7 to 14 
every 12 boys. Attractive buildings 
-acre campus All sports 

Ww. W. Massee. Ph.D., Box B, Stamford, Conn. 


NAZARETH HALL MILITARY ACADEMY 


Box 50, Nazareth, Pa. Founded 1743. 
College preparatory and business courses. Senior, 
Intermediate and Junior Departments. Gymnasium 
ind swir pool. All outdoor sports. Min. age 
the Rev. A. D. Thaeler, D. D., Prin. 


technical se ake 
One teacher 
Beautiful 





BETHLEHEM JUNIOR SCHOOL 








For boys 7 years old and up, 2 hrs. from N. Y. | 
All the advantages of a school for big boys. Large 
faculty, athletic fields, private building, separate 
beds, nurse 


John H. Tuggey, Headmaster, Bethlehem, Pa. 


ALVIENE SCHOOL 
of DRAMATIC ARTS 


DRAMA ORATORY PHOTO PLAY 
MUSICAL COMEDY DANCE ARTS 
Four Schools in One, Practical Sta Training. 
The School’s Students’ Stock and Theatre Afford 
Public Stage Appearances 
Write for catalog, mentioning study desired to 
Thomas Irvin, Secretary, 43 West 72nd St., N. ¥. 


NEW YORK SCHOOL OF EXPRESSION 
Chartered by the Regents of the I 
State of New York. Courses for 


liiversity of the 
advanced students 


ind beginners Elocution Public Speaking, 
Dram te Pantomime—Speech defects cured ve- 
ing Classes 332 West 56th St., New York City 








VESTOFF SEROVA SCHOOL 


of DANCING 
Interpretative Children’s ec 


West 72nd Street, New 
Columbus 6212 and 9283 


Classic 
lalty 


Telephone 


sallet 
a sp 


yurses 
York. 


of Classic 
Dancing and 
Its Related Arts 





PORTIA 
MANSFIELD 
SCHOOL 














Carmel-by-the-Sea, California 

Winter se February and March. Junior 

and Senior Camps Normal =o Professional 

“es ecg ts Dr amatics. Batik Horseback 

Riding Camping Trips Swimming Golf 

Hiking Book let. Rocky Mountai Dancing 

Camp, Steamboat Springs, Colo 

Byron W. King’ s ‘School of Ovatery 

Elocution and Speech Arts. 
Courses for Teachers. Lyceum 
and Chautauqua Work 


Speech defects, loss of Voice 





positively cured. Largest 
School of Speech Arts in 
Amertea Send for prospectus. 
Mt. Oliver. Pittsburgh, Pa 


THE ELIZABETH GENERAL HOSPITAL 


desirable 









offers a complete course in nursing to 
candidates. An allowance of 00 is given at 
completion of first three month $15.00 a month 
remainder first and ——_ year 0 per month 
third year. Registered School. _ Address 
SUP ERINTE NDENT OF NURSES 
Elizabeth, New Jersey 
a raere FOR YOUR DAUGHTER 
HOUT EXPENSE 
Entrance mm... 1 year high 
equivalent, preferably 4 years. Applicant must be 
at least nineteen years of age. Uniforms 
books. full maintenance and monthly 
during training. School accredited 
Hahnemann Hospital School for Nurses 
2814 Ellis Ave., Chicago 


THE — SCHOOL 
OF HOMEMAKING 


A special school which qualifies Lg to preside 


over and maintain well ordered ho 
Margaret J. Stannard. Director, 2 ‘Chestnut, St, 


oston, Mass. 


THE eat FARMER SCHOOL OF COOKERY 


Home of Soston Cooking Sch 


Cookery ai i household Technique for the home 
and for professional use 
Six months and intensive short courses. 
Send for booklet 
Miss Alice Bradley, Principal, 
30 Huntington Avenue, Boston, Mass. 


: Boys’ Schools 


aan 11090 


SWARTHMORE PREPARATORY SCHOOL 





Prepares for college or life work. 
Send for booklet, ‘“‘A Man-Making School’ 
lear tl Ser ret of our notable atid con “ 4 
owe ss tr s boys. Separate Junior Depart- 
nent for. ‘boy to 14 


ee P. Tomlinson, M. A., Headmaster 
24 


"Swarthmore, Fe. 


Devereux Tutoring School 





For Boys 
Fr rmerly Aicrwood Tutoring School 1 
For boy zht to twenty—who require specia 
instructic Address, Box B, Devon Pa 


a LUKE’S SCHOOL 


Wayne (Main Line P. R. R.), Pa. ental 
Healthful location. homelike buildings. Men - 
nd physical rer ‘tion, hig sh moral influence. 
andare for or busines: 


CHARLES HENRY STROUT, “A.M., Headmaster 

















Harper's Ba 


: 
| P rofessional | Schools 


FASHION ARTS 
EASY TO LEARN 
THIS NEW WAY 


te for our beautiful 
illustrated Free Booklet on ’ 
Dress and Costume Design es 
and Fashion  IIlustrating. 2 
Fells about our amazing new U 
method by which anyone / 
can qualify at home in spare } 

for this great field. f 


$15. 00 A Week In This 





















mazing successes of our 
who ‘‘thought they had no 
d it Splendid opportunities 
alli you now, Write for this 





Washington Fashion Institute 
124 Marden Bidg., Washington, D. C. 





Ati 


Professional Schools 


Questions 


About 














SCHOOL of the THEATRE 





BOARD OF 
MANAGERS 
Walter Hampden 
Clare Tree Major}| A 
George Arliss matic 
Rachel Crothers 
Robert Edmund 

Jones 
Kenneth Macgowan 
Arthur Hopkins 
Arthur Hohl 


mental 











LEARN to ACT 
by ACTING 


combined dra- 
school and 
stock com pany. 
Student Experi- 
Theatre 
with regulation 
stage is part of the 
school equipment. 





ADVISORY 

COUNCIL 
Elsie Ferguson 
Frank Craven 
Margaret Anglin 
Brock Pemberton 
Ernest Truex 
Wm. Lyon Phelps 
Jose Ruben 











All acting classes directed by professional producers and actors, 
Frequent performances by advanced students directed by mem- 
bers of the Board and Council—Special voice, diction and other 


classes for professionals, 


Write for 
Theatre, 


Lexington Avenue 


Catalog to the Director, 
and 51st Street, New 


Clare Tree Lexington 


York. 


Major, 








4 
Fascinating Profession : 
Ma of ur student were } (6 
earl pl ndid in comes even ir ye 
be ished their studies. f 
I » learn this new ai 
W orrection Meth- EE | 
od iNustrate: Bais corrects your ‘a - 
listakes almost before you | 
mak 1 And you receive 
personal “instruction from some 
ica’s most famous fashe- 
authorities t \ 
A Wonderful Field : 
hk 
Calling YOU ys 
from routine work, high bs 
pay thud surroundings, trips f 
abroa are What the Fashion 
t you. Read in our booklet 














The Florence Wilde 


Studio of Ilustration 
208 East 19th St., N. Y. C. 


Short, practical courses four afternoons a 
1 


week For advauced students who wish to 
do higher illustration. 2. For beginners who 
Wish to do costume or commercial illustration 


Evening life class for women. Mrs. Wilde 
was formerly of Pratt Institute Accommoda- 
tir for a limited number of resident students 











School Of Fine And Applied Art 


Frank Alvah Parsons, William M. Odom 
President Paris Director 

Send for information about our two 

Summer Schools—New York and Paris 


Special Course in Paris with 
FRANK ALVAH PARSONS 


Address—-Secretary, 2239 Broadway, N. Y. 


















Costume Design 
Illustration and Anatomy 
Resident Course by Mail 


607 Broad St., Newark, N. J. 


hinterior 
Decoration 
10 Lessons by Mail *30. 


5 i! CADEMY OF EINE ARTS 


61 East Madison St- Chicago 


Our Famous studio 


World of 


average Designer. 
The first edition Pa the 


sists of @ compl 
Send $10 to 


620 Fifth Avenue 
New York City 


Send for FREE 
booklet H.B. 2A 


SRLON STUD(OS 





| 
EDITH YOUNG ART SCHOOL 


Unusual Methods Highly Endorsed 


rd 








Che NEW YORK SCHOOL of 


INTERIOR DECORATION 
IO] PARK AVE -NEW YORK CITY 
Correspondence Courses 
Complete instruction in pe- 
riod styles, color harmony, 
composition, etc. Amateur 
and professional courses. 
Start any time. 
Send for Catalogue A 














20 Lessons by Hail st 


a Jone OF FINE ARTS 


vison Street ~C Chicago 


AG g) se. Design ia 


é 
Ss $ 


i. 15 Lessons by Mail *45. 
<7) ACADEMY OF FINE ARTS 


&/ Gast Madison Street ~ Chicago 


ra 


a 43 





A, cd 


~~ (- =p : 
o jashion aZtadu ims 
~ § Lessons by Mail*®25. 


_ ACADEMY OF FINE ARTS 


Madison St - - 2cago 


— 


itin 
+ Mail °25. 


om Street ~Chicago 


1 Mail *25. 


FINE ARTS 


Street ~ Chicago 





For Portrait, 
and Designing Costume and Interior Design, 





a S | 


sale, retail or home use. 
Call or write for particulars 





tered under 


Reside nce Courses 
**The reliable sc ae | of the West— 


of Costume Design 
Studio 577-B Geary St., San Francisco, Cal. 


METROPOLITAN ART SCHOOL 
58 W. 57th Street, New York 


MODERN COLOR 


Landscape, Poster, Stage Lighting 


Also Home-Study Courses 


SCHOOL of FINE 
ARTS and CRAFTS, Inc. 


Miss ght g bee B. CHILD, Director 
Street. Boston. Mass. 











DESIGNING and MILLINERY 


and Pattern Cutting taught for whole- 
Day and Evening Classes. 
MeDowell Dress- 
making and Millinery Schools. Estab. 1876. Char- 

Be 2 


Regents 58 West 40th St., 


By Mail 


e Maki 

arisian Methods; Designing; Pattern Making 
——- ~ Finishing: Model Draping, 
etc. for business, teaching 


SCHOOL @ or home use 
M. 








| Emma Willard School 4 School of Practic 
Secretarial Work and Household Economics. B. A. 


RUSSELL SAGE COLLEGE 


Founded by Mrs. Russell Sage in connection with 
al Arts 


1 B.S. degrees. Address Secretary. 
RUSSELL SAGE COLLEGE, Troy, N. Y 





problems in designing, the 
Fates, Combinations, and 
Our Graduates are being pares daily in 
Fashion and ee 


me course in Fashion De 
New Ya rk Studi 
Three Famous Studios Open All Year 


33 Rue St. Roch 
Paris, France 















COSTUME and MILLINERY 
DESIGN 
- meaner BROWN 


s (ir } to 4 months) include PLUS 
proper use of Fabrics, Psychology of Line, | 
Ornament a ns with Parisian Technique. 
authoritative positions in the 


DeLUXE with 


mmercialize their abilit far above 


tert book 1 / Clement Brown which con- 
signing is om ready 
retuy n mail. 


and a copy will be sent by 









BROWN’S 


French Institute in the U, S. 


Intensive Course in 


Detailed Circular “E” on Application 


Fairmont Hotel 
San Francisco, Cal, 


—“? MUSEUM OF FRENCH ART 
599 5th Ave. (at 48th Street) N. Y. 
Professional 


DRESS DESIGNING 


Technique — draping and cutting 
torical evolution of costume- 
nabling designer to exhibit the idea on paper 
etc.—also special class in Millinery. 


patterns—his- 
practical sketchir 








105 WEST 40th ST. 








Piss Conklin’s S 


Secretarial School 


Twenty-third Year 


Tilden Building 


NEW YORK 












The Sargent Schoo 


Established 1881 
D. A. SARGENT 





| Residence for students 
cellent positions. 


Katharine Gibbs School | of 
Secretarial and Executive 


— for Educated Women 


Resident d Day School, 247 Berkeley St., Boston. 


Day School 101 Park Ave New York City 


Cambridge 38, Mass. 


THE HARRIETTE MELISSA MILLS KINDERGARTEN -PRIMARY 
TRAINING SCHOOL AFFILIATED WITH NEW YORK UNIVERSITY 
Sechets adits Poenan ia 
Address Miss Harriette Melissa Mills. Prin., 
N. Y. Univ. Bidg., Washington Square, N. Y. City. 


for Physical 
Education 


Booklet on re quest. 
L. W. SARGENT 


Nine B, 





OF FINE ARTS | 


cial Art 





THE RIGHT SCHOOL 


The Schools in Harper’s Bazar have been personally 


investigated. 
your consideration. 


We cordially recommend each one for 
If you find it difficult to find “The 


Right School” ask Harper’s Bazar to help you. 
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Schools. 











Before you decide on a School of 
Costume or Millinery Design 
write for this free authentic book 
by America’s Foremost Designer 


In Costume Design, as with any other 
subject, the selection of the most success- 
ful school is of vital importance to you 
success. 


Fashion Academy is the oldest and largest 
schoo] of its kind in the United States 


a national institution devoted exclusive- 
ly to teaching Costume and Millinery 
Design and Fashion Illustration 


—the school with thousands of success- 
ful students and graduates in every state 
jin the Union, 


| —the school whose graduates numbe 
among the highest - salaried professional 
| desivners in the country. 


—the school whose teachers are practical 
experts with years of experience in the 
actual producing field. 


—the school with three completely equipped 
resident schools in the three cities indi- 
cated below. 

the school which is endorsed by every 
important fashion publication in thi 
country. 


and the school which is regularly paid 
arge fees by big manufacturers for style 
suggestions and advice. 





The remarkable record of Fashion Acad- 
emy, over eleven years, demands that every 
woman who is interested in these fasci- 
nating, practical, money making, and 
money saving arts investigate this su- 
preme school, if she would be assured of 
securing complete, efficient, and practical 
instruction. 

Write today for the book _ illustrated 
above. It is the most exhaustive treatise 
of its kind ever published. We shal] be 
glad to send your copy without charge or 
the slightest obilgation. 


State whether you would be interested in 
studying at home or under the personal 
instruction of our practical experts 


For Resident School information, address 
school nearest you; for Home Study in- 
formation write to me_ personalls Use 
the coupon below 


Emil Alvin Hartman 


Director 


FASHION ACADEMY, Inc. 


21 E. 79th St., Near 5th Ave., New York 


Philadelphia San Francisco 
1432 N. Broad St. Scottish Rite Temple 





Fashion Academy, Inc Studio No. HB-2 
21 East 79th St., New York 
Please send me your FREE. illus 


trated book with _full inform ation 
Resident School [ lome Stud 


(Kindly Write Plainly) 


















































artists’ materials 


\RTISTS’ MATERIALS of Every Description 
Write for our New Cataloguc 
Manufacturers since 
West, New York Cit 


ichs Co IS6s 
> Central Park 


bh ried 


bags 





MADAM MOESE 

Maker of Ladies 
Silk and Velvet 
11S West ! sth st 


Formerly in Paris. 
Fine Handbag 
Wholesale and Retail 


New York Cit el Circle So24 


beauty & health 


Permanently Attractive Eyebrows & Lashes 


Darken them with Coloura Adds witisome ¢ 

pression. Won't wash off. $1.20 ppd; treatment dik 

at Spiro’s, 26 W. 38th St. and 34 W. 46th St.. N.Y 
MME. MAYS 


Face Specialist 
50 West 49th Street 


Bryant 0426 New York Cit 
MME. MAYS, Face Specialist. best. 50 years. Per 
manently removes wrinkles, freckles, scars, et 
Muscles tightened; endorsed by known physic ians 
One address: 50 W. 40th St., N. ¥ Bryant Y4e2 
MME. JULIAN’S HAIR DESTROYER perma 
nently eradicates all supertluous hair (with roots 
No electricity or polson Strood est ”) yeur 
Mime. Julian # West 47th St., N.Y. ¢ 
V. DARSY—Salon de Jeunesse Face and neck 
treatments of the great French specialist, Dr. Dys, 
with his preparations. ludorsed by royalty. send 
for book and questionnaire. 6460 oth Ave, ‘ 


SUPERFLUOUS FLESH 
scientific electrical method. No dieting or exercisim 
required Dr. KR. Newman, lic. phys., 256 5th Ave 
(nr. 30th St.), N.Y Phone 4980 Longacre 

BLANCHE ARRAL, famous Cirand Opera star, 


tells how she reduced her Hesh without drugs, diet 


reduced by modern 


ing or strenuous exercise. Write for infor'n. Arral’s 
Vika Tea Co., Dept. 18, 500 Sth Ave a. ae S 
JOHN POST'S BLACKHEAD LOTION eradi- 
cates blackheads by absorbing secretion in the 
pores, contracts large pores; clarifies skin $1.25 
Vested for 20 yrs. 500 Sth Ave, cor. 42nd st., N.Y 
SUPERFLUOUS HAIR, MOLES, WARTS pe 
manently destroyed. Satisfaction insured. Llectro 
lysis, no pain. Physicians’ references. Tel. Van'bilt 
2340. Florence Woodley, 507-5th Ave N. ¥ 


SUPERFLUOUS HAIR Permanently Destroyed 


with roots. Painless and harmless; Guaranteed. No 
electricity nor chemicals Postpaid 31 a package 
Nu Art Labor: itories, Dept. H, South Ori ange, N.J 
MME. STEVENS HENDERSON Delightful 


French Facial Tonic. Removes sunburn, blemishes, 





enlarged pores, blackheads. Pp. $1.50. specialist to 
Miss Alice Brady. 58 724 St... N.Y. Col. 4576 
FACIAL LINES PERMANENTI td i MOVED 
Mail inquiries answered. PA Is 
Luropean Graduate 

201 W. 120th St Morningsice 1307 
LAIRD'S REDUCING LOTION for overdevel- 
oped busts, hips, thighs and arms, price $3.75 pint 
bottle, postpaid. Sufficient for one month's treat 
ment. Laird, 17 bk. 48th st.. N.Y 


blouses, gowns & waists 





EXTREME, our frocks, 





UNUSUAL, BUT NOT 
gowns and suits combine style and workmanship, 
Artistic remodeling makes old gowns lew 
Von Kull Co, We s5th Street \ Y ( 
es THE MEZZANINE SHOP 
Blouses, Dress Accessvries, Imported Novelties in 
Sweaters Circular on request liss Wii lLams, 
Hotel Commodore, N. Y¥ Vanderbilt 7757 
rHE ART OF i re RATION. Original charm 
ind smartness t htest alteration We spe- 
cialize in remodelin “Visit is or le i il 
Jeannetton, Lne 22 | wth s © P iza 4244 
book labels 
os BOOK LABELS 25, 
from engraved pla original design 
Sketches and samples submit ted 
Dreka, 1121 Chestnut st idelpt Pa 


cleaning & dyeing 


ARTHUR CHEGNAY 








Expert French Cleaner and Dyer 
blouses, laces, trimmings, ete. Quic 
town orders icited . 7th 
corsets 
GOSSARD FRONT LACE C ORSE rs fitted by 
eaperreneee ¢ orsetieres; § Retail 
br eres fitted nt to 
Olmste id or hong o., 179 Mz idison AV Usdth St 
MME. 8S. SCHW ARTZ 





Custom-made corsets for the woman of fashion 
i7th St., New York Cit 
Tele phon 2 Murr iy Eill 
dancing 
VESTOFF-SEROVA SCHOOL, 47 W 4 
Y. Nature Dancing, Russian, Ballet, Inte 
ive, ete. Hllustrated text books on Nature 
sian Dancing. $5 per volume. Catalog N on reques 


New York HELENE L. ENEY Boston 
Modern Dances. Expert in correcting 














faults, teaching gentlemen to lead 
ladies to follow Private and class 
lessons. Residential work by arrange 











men Teachers’ Courses. Certifi- 
ate and Diplomas awarded 
9 E. 59th St. (at 5ih Ave N.Y Plaza 8612 
E UNIVERSITY OF DANCE ARPS, 
2 St... New York. Founded 1894. 12 Master 
tutors——Students Dance Theatre rheatre nd 
Social Dances. For Catalogue write Irvine Sec 














G. HEPBURN WILSON 
Modern Dance Studio 
44 West 57th st Formerly Tho Bldg 
For rates and appointment "phone ¢ 4138 
LOUISE v ae 


MORGAN STUDIOS 
Phone Columbus 456 
Modern mane 
Children’s Classes Subscript on Evening 


241 West 72nd St 


Dances. 











what a satisfaction it is to 


solutely one’s best. 

That is the purpose to which 
this page is very largely de- 
voted. 

Here are the places where one 
may find all those services 
which enable a woman to 
saunter into the most special 
of parties with the utmost de- 
gree of nonchalance. 

Beauty and health specialists, 
hair specialists, where various 
articles of attire may be pur- 
chased or renovated, where 
one may learn dancing—just 
look through these announce- 


W hen one goes to rather a special affair— 


know that one is looking ab- 











millinery & feathers 


PARADISE, 
reconstructed 
from your old 





- GOURA and OSTRIC H Fea 
Newest dress (rimming and — 
feathers 





-rompt mail 
Kk. Methot, 38 West 34th Street, New ork Clg, 
oman = 








patterns 


PATTERNS CUT TO MEASURE {fo 
Children’s Garments 








—_——__. 
adies’ and 





picture or descriptior of 
sonable prices, perfect fit Mail orde eo s sped ialty, 
Mrs. Weisz, LLL Lexingt« Y 


Ave., 











PATTERNS CUT TO ORDER. Copying — 
surment a specialty. Adults & children. Musiin line 
ings fitted to individual me: tsurement M til orders 
itied. Eivira Pattern Servic W. 22nd St., NYC 








perfumes 








For $1.00 Sent toJ. N. Debans | 
You will receive 5 of the 
Giraud of Paris: Odorantis, 
riose Veratior Jasmin 


500-5th Ave.N.Y. 
hewest perfumes by 
Dans les Nues, Myste 








plaiting & buttons 


HEMSTITCHING 
ing Pinking 





and 
and 


Accordion 


—_$——__ 
Knife Pleat- 
buttons covered 


buttonhoies, 












































ments and see in their variety, Dressmakers and Tiilor Supplies. Send for price 
a list B&B. Goldsmith & Co, 628 b ve Y.c 

how much value there is in ie i AL: | 
THE Listed here represent all that 
them for you. ADVERTISERS is unusual in their particular 
line. The leading shops of the 

countrys 
dramatic art sachets 

THEODORA URSULA IRVINE. Dramatic Art) MY REI NG OF GOWNS w IMPORTED NOVELTIES— Sachets for Trous- 
Diction Endorsed by Edith Wynne Matthison with frocks that seem hopeless Altera : seuu and Boudoir, to use after the bath Batik 
General Training for the Stage leacher of Alice | kinds Special attention to Xt: tl Orders handkerchief. Vanity puffs, boxed, $1 each. Send 

Brad Studio, SiO Carnegie tall, N.Y Homer, 7b Soth St, NY. Plaza 43 for bkit. Jaquet, 130 W. 42nd st, N.Y. ( 


dress forms 





psn SHOP.”” Gowns Tailored. Suits 
ed up-to-date Shop Blouses and Gowns 
Migs H. Redding Coughlin, 17 EB. 48th 


No Branches. Phone 5062 Murray Hii 





PNEUFORM The Pneumatic Dress Form. Gowns 

















shoes 


SHOECRAFT SHOP—27 West 38th St., N. Y. 












































fitted without personal try-on Inflated in fitted h; . Women's and Children's fine footwear. Narrow 
lining, gives exact figure. Fitted, Linings Pheu alr feet a specialty Women’s sizes 1 to Bn. widths 
form, 16 West 46th st ‘ Bryant 333s AAAA tol send for Catalog HS. Fit ranteed. 
—— - NESTLE PERMANENT HAIR WAVING E. HAYES, Inc., 582 Fifth Ave., New York. 
” rhe best equipped and largest Individual style in ladies’ shoes to order in 
& senaeiiees establishment in the world materials and color of costumes. Write for 
C. Nestle Co, 12 and 14 East 49th St., New York booklet and directions in self-measurement. 
MADAME EUGENIE A radiant CROWN OF GOLD by washing your | THE PEDIFORME SHOE. Individuality pre 
Society's Most Exclusive Dressmaker hair in liquid sunshine. [mparts a golden tone | dominates in the pose, grace and appearance. The 
Gowns raps to faded hair; adds a pe rmanent brilliancy.$1.00 | high arch, narrow heel fitting and straight toe line 
634: 5th Ave opp Cathedral), N.Y Tel. ¢ ire le | bottle. Juliet Garfield, 222 ad. Square Sta., } issure you of supreme comfort 
—=— = MANUEL MODERN TRANSFORMATIONS | PEDIFORME SHOES ire approved by the world’s 
tiave a sight-proof parting not obtainable else- greatest authorities. By the National Board 
employ ment aj gency where. Parisian Booklet on request. Manuel, Wig of Y. W. C. A., Government Oversea Workers 
ind Transformation Specialist, 29 EB. 48th st. N.¥ as being the only ‘Perfect"’ Shoe 
MISS BRINKLEY, 507 Fifth Ave., New York| CHAS. FREY, 574 Fifth Avenue, N. Y.C. wisicece Proclaimed by a million benefited wear- 
We open houses, clean and put in order rhe C. t Method of Permanent Wavy ing sas America’s Most Popular Shoe 
for oceupaneys and Treatment of Prematurely Gray 36 West 36th St., 224 Livingston St., 
rvants. Hair Consultation and booklet free New York, N.Y Brooklyn, N Y. 


Che office supplies competent household se 


entertainment 








PUNCH & JUDY SHOW, for Chili 





ren's parties, 
including sleight of hand and magic tricks and 
ventriloquism Ambrose Jeffries, 44 Eldert St., 
Brooklyn, N felephone, 1470 | Bushwick 


fancy dress & costumes 





BROADWAY THEATRICAL COSTUME CO, 
hriwina 


L ideas in Bal Masque 











CARL 
Specialist in Permanent Hair Waving 
Formerly with W “er ia Astoria Hotel 
5 Columbus Circle, N Columbus 2410. 


SHORT VAMP SHOES. French and American 
models Round or Pointed Toes, in ail leathers. 
Best for high insteps send for Catalogue “H.’ 

J. Glassberg, 225 West 42nd street, New York City. 





RICHARD'S HATE SHOP 
Specialist in Permanent Hair Waving 
Sclentitic ip Treatment fenna Coloring 
665 Fiftt (at 53rd St N.Y.C. Tel. Plaza 8799 


See 











specialty shops 











h Ave 
ANN MACHALE’'S Hair Restorer Produces 
ill the shades of brown Restores gray hair to its 
natural color. Harmless. No unsightly colors if dis- 
ontinued. $1.15 by mail. 655 Fifth e., , = 


ANTON KUHN & SON 
Specialist in permanent hair waving 








WILKINSON HAND-MADE ART QUILTS. 
Beautiful, practical gift for every occasion. Made 
only to order lilus. catalog H in colots sent op 


request Wilkinson Quilt Co., Ligonier, Ind 








shopping commissions 
























































































































Costumes to order or tor rent Individual attention given 
Phone Bryant 3440 116 W. 48th st. N. Y. ¢ iS West 39th St., New or : Fitzroy 2732 — 
BEHRE NS ‘LIPSHUTZ CO. Theatrical Cos- | ~ PE RMANE NT AVE MRS. C. B. WILLIAMS, New York Shopping 
tumes, 721-723 Seventh Ave ew Yo Phorm rge Wave a 3} \ rsonal Attention Vill shop with you or send anything on ap- 
Bryant was Creators of original and distinctive | Halloh, 36 1 t Y. ¢ bine ul Services free. Send tor Bulletin 
mutsquer ide costumes Formerly with Colony Cl eleven Ve irs 366 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 
—— a ec MRS. MARION P. WEIGLE, Smart Shopper 
- Shops tor you or with you free of charge 
fashion distin hotels Chaperoning References. 
306 W. OOth St. N.Y. ¢ Riverside 9132 
SKETCH SERV ICE for DRE SSM (KERS. Keeps | HOTEL HARGRAVE, West 72d 31. bet. Broad- | THE C HIC AGO SHOPPER —will do your shop- 
mu in toud hwithne West Parislancreations and N.Y way and Columbus Ave. N.Y | block to Central | ping tor mu, Christmas Gifts a Specialty ~end 
hes hand oolared ind inexpensive Park. Comfort refinement & luxur combined with Lie. for bookict, Where to Dine, Dance and Shop 
Chie Fashions, 20 FE. 46th St. N mod. rates. Send for bkit ugene Cable, Mgr Mary Anderson, 39 FE. Oak St., Chicago, I 
- —————— | HOTEL ST. JAMES, Times 5, off Broadway. | MISS K. ATKINSON VISITOR'S FRIEND 
> e 100 W. 45th St., 4 min. walk to 40 theatres and all 12 Cambridge-Mansions, Battersea Park 
for the children | principal shops. Much favored by women traveling London, 3. W l 
without ¢ Ww Johnson Qui nn, Pres Shopping 
POTS TOGGERIE, 55 W. 45th St lel. Bryant 2 =F 
2867. Outfitters to Children of all ages. No cata- - ® 
logue. Coats and Hats made to order a specialty jew ewelry bought stationers 
Charming Styles and Superior Workmanship 4 - : 
READ THESE ANNOUNCE MENTS SEND TO A. 8S. BORG by mai! or express any Marriage Invitations and Announcements 
earefull you will tind many helpful and int e liamonds, old gold, silver, platinum, antiques. of distinctive individuality Gainec 
esting ions rh are tied unde pawn tickets, artificial teeth Cash at once | perience of over sixty years of fine eng 
respect he adine’s for you “nienee 146 West 23rd Street, New York The Dreka Company, 1121 Chestnut St. 
= . a = | CASH FOR JEWELRY, Diamonds, Gems, Gold 
silver, new or broken P rices now exceptionaily . 
for the home high.’ Est. 40 years. Mme. Naftal, 69 West 45th unusual gifts 
Street. N. Y. ¢ Tel Bryant 670 
t pholstere -<d Sofas & Chairs & W ‘indsor Cha Cc on . Bape pd we ght bang Dri wg ot 
Direct from factory at distinet savings rs, 310 ° ’ s ind made Novelties, Gifts anc rizes. 
0 $155. Sofas $119 to $290. Crated & t paid ladies tailors Send a Postage Stamp for Hlustrated Bookle 
Photos sent. Ruder Bros., 21 FE. 4sth st., N.Y. ¢ | Indianapolis, Ind a 
Consult this directory of exclusive speclaity shops| D. VELTRY MILADY'S TAILOR piiade up | = a 
for things new and distinctive models for sale at special price during February * 
You will find it helpful in Furs new and remodeied. Mail orders invited. Ww edding stationery 
vir ditties ult_ buying problems D Veltr Aven we. N. X ( 
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literary service 





has 


for a generation 
ived Wedding Invita 
Book of Wedding 


EVERETT WADDEY CO 
insured highest quality er 





























































tions at re asonable _ _ prices 
_—_—____- Etiquette tree 7 Lith St... Richm 
MME. NAFTAL F AU THOR of wide experience offers his assistance in | 100 WEDDING ANNOU NCE MENTS 5 
pays highest cash value for fine test confidence: research, revision, advice, | invitations. hand-e net: aved sets of 
mistit or slightly used evening, riticism, instruction, commissions. Corres. invit on 100 Calling Cards, $2.75 Ww rite for sar 
street and dinner costumes H B.. Box 186, Madison >« juare Station, N | B. Ott Engraving 'C o., 1031 Chestnut 5 
Also for furs, diamonds, jewelry, _— —— : Ss 
silverware, furniture and rugs Engraved in the very itest’ styles \ 
Promptness and tiberal payment our motto maide uniforms samples and prices Prompt service 
69 West 45th Street lel. 670 Bryant Stationery Co Dept. H, Richmond, \ 
TEL. BRYANT 1376. WE PAY CAS ; rRIM, SMART UNIFORMS US pm Lad iar 
for Used Gowns, Suits, Wraps, Furs, Diamonds, Jew- | ete.) of strong materials that hold their gracefu 
elry, Silverware. Highest prices guaranteed. Write, | lines Accessories of dainty Simplic ity ae yarns 
phone, send. Mme. Furman, 101 W. 47th St.. N.Y Nurses’ Outfitting Ass'n, 425 Fifth Ave., N. Y. ¢ ———rd 
SELL TO MME. NAFTAL, 69 West 45th St.,| DRESSES, CAPS and Bg cee Coats, Aprons, | ORIGINAL Pps piolagaciares eg 
ye or ‘e 7 rr > , s& C - -] “ garments. complete $s 5 - 
New York. Tei. Bryant 670. I will pay good value} Collars & i Bibe, made and to order g 8 a mp arealoux, 400 Fifth AVe- 


street and dinner frocks; 
and silverware 


for your fine used evening, 
also diamonds, jewelry 
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of instructors 


New York, opposite Tiffany. 
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itterfly girls with a ripple in her ash you'd be unwiser still. For to appear corset 
blonde hair, and two ripples in her grey-green For: ti \.di~ che. ouole: riso Littl is quite as bad as to go uncorseted—and either 
Ve She wouldn’ i day ver ninetecs sweet pea ) he w la 1 i va nin ha hicl 
he \ t least thirty, and was exceed- ae n » hundved and fife here no \ 
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SEDAN $1995 TOURING SEDAN $1595 


You CAN COUNT on your fingers the 1922 

motor cars that are rea//y new. 
Of these, the Earl is the only car in its class which 
is completely new—new from its modish barrel lamps 
and dynamic, long-stroke motor to the Alemite 
lubrication of its 56-inch, velvety rear springs. 
All the lessons learned by the engineers of a great 
industry in war and peace are summed up in the 
balanced, weight-eliminating, yet powerful chassis. 
All the art and verve and luxury-serving ingenuity 
of Europe’s best coach makers are reflected in 
the Earl’s low-swung, finely proportioned bodies 
with their provision for riding and driving comfort 
in every smallest detail. 
All the savings made possible through cash pur- 
chases in low material markets and large-scale 
production by an experienced organization have 

* gone into the building of the Earl. An engineer’s car, 
an artist’s car, it is supremely an owner’s car be- 


ROADSTER 


$1485 BROUGHAM $1995 


Cause it sets a new standard in values and com- 
bines the qualities discriminating owners demand. 


The harder the task you must set your motor car— 
on country roads, in city traffic, on mile-long hills 
—the more satisfying you will find the unfailing 
reserve power of the Earl. 


In two years of road and laboratory tests, its small- 
bore, long-stroke motor has demonstrated its 
endurance, economy and flexibility under every 
conceivable condition of weather and highway. 


The sum of a thousand advances in engineering 
and production economies—92 per cent Earl-built— 
it embodies the refinements which make for dis- 
tinction in a high-grade motor car. 


To your pleasure in its beauty, even a half houz’s 
experience of its comfort and spirited performance 
will add the conviction that it 1s the motor car you 
want to own and drive. Let your Earl dealer dem- 
onstrate it today—or do your own driving. 











TOURING CAR $1285 


Illustrated handbook of all Earl models will be mailed upon request 


JACKSON, 
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MICHIGAN 
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EARL MOTORS, I[nc., I 
> AN ONTARI 


C TADIAN EARL MOTORS, BROCKVILLE, 
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FICKLE WOMAN 
ERTE’S description of this month’s cover, translated from the French 
} < feminine heart, beating under constantly varying costumes, of which they form a part. her thoughts are already occupying 
HE | heart, beating 1 tantly ying t f which they } t. Other th ht 1) ying 
is often equally changeable. But while clothes are cast aside to her mind, and you can see the strands of her hair ending in further 
be replaced by others which are newer, a woman’s heart is seldom masculine figures, which do not yet wear a fragment of her heart 
given away entirely. Ii is but the crumbs of love which the friends But the day will come when they too will have them, and they will 
of a fickle woman receive. And those who possess these fragments become slaves balancing to and fro like their predecessors, for the 
are only the slaves of their incomplete desires. They are like these inconstant beauty is just as variable as the background against which 
doll tassels which adorn the fickle one’s gown. . . tiny figures of _ she is siithouetted. 
silk floss with minute hearts, which balance at each motion of the The fickle woman! This is a costume which I dedicate to the joy- 
wearer. They are suspended by their hair from her lovely costume, ful days of the carnival. For whom? For you, unknown beauty, who 
and have neither life nor even liberty, being carried with the dress instead of a heart has a butterfly fluttering from flower to flower 
FEBRUARY, 1922 
- 
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THE PARISIENNE LIVES THROUGH 
\N IMPORTANT MOMENT 


r 1 moment when almost breathing itself must cease; Madame herself is adjusting the 

rall feathered hat to the small sleek head of the Parisienne. She draws it on, giving 
t a tiny, oh, ever so slight, tilt toward the Parisienne’s blackbrowed left eve, and then 
tands back with the gaze of a connoisseur of old etchings looking for a desired signature. 
Then she views the back-line—it is perfect! Breathing is resumed. Madame herself smiles 
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Bagging rhinos 


TEN THOUSAND 


T is ail in the point of 
view, this something we 


was Mrs. Dalsziel’s favorite African sport. 


MILES FROM FIFTH AVENUE 


After many months of trekking the Afri- 


EMILY HOFFMAN 


derick YY. Dalziel has just returned to her home in ew 





rather discharge a 


Winchester 





This handsome creature was her first “kill.” 


DALZIEL 


"ork after 


Tanganyika, 


than a by a flattering word and a 
cigaret, would put himself to 


call civilization! In go- 
ing to Africa to hunt big 
game we were supposed 
to leave all comforts be- 
hind us. On the contrary, 
returning to New York with 


can hunting trails, Mrs. Dalziel again re- 
turus to Fifth Avenue, and truth to tell 
she is thoroughly bored with it. She 
finds the camp, the trail and_ the 
open country much more to her liking. 
She tells us that shooting black-maned 


chef; that bringing up a leopard for a 
good bead is easier than bringing out a 
débutante daughter. As she has 
both within the past twelve months, we 
assume that she knows. This article, in 
which Mrs. Dalziel contrasts the life of 


done 


no end of trouble to turn out 
an endless variety of elaborate 
four-course dinners with only 
a pot or two and an 
open fire, with often a heavy 
rain storm deluging the earth. 








its noise and confusion, its 
thousand petty cares and so- 
phisticated interests, I find 
myself regretting the comforts 
and pleasure of our life deep 
in the wild,impenetrable heart 
of Africa. No, I missed none 
of our modern improvements, 
none of our much vaunted luxuries during these 
months in our hunting camps. Before leaving 
New York, I was constantly commiserated with 
because of the hardships sure to attend my un- 
heard-of excursion. Hardships! The experienced 
hunter can usually guard against them, while 
the dweller in cities is afflicted by them on all 


sides 


social lions 


rooms, 


‘ROM the hour we left the last outpost of 
“British East” civilization, our life. although 
touched with danger, became one of complete 
physical ease and mental relaxation. Every worry, 
great and little. as to our material existence was 
climinated. We had to guard against dangerous 
animals, to consider the strangeness of the climate, 
and to ward off fevers, but all these things the 
experienced African hunter understands and does 
automatically. It is only the amateur in Africa 
who rushes in where the old-timer fears to tread. 
It is only the amateur who refuses to change 
wet clothes for dry, who ignores the danger of 
getting over-tired. who forges ahead on an empty 
stomach and who dares to sleep at night unpro- 
tected by his tent. Of course there are occasional 


times when even the veteran is forced to do one 
or all of these thine 
make a habit 
sacred hour! 
There were 


hunt he knows better than to 
nd meal time is his most 


ur party; our camps fol- 


lions in B. E. 
thrilling than entertaining literary and 


A. is in every way more _ the 


She assures us that she would 


New York 


drawing- ess, 


vations and 


lowed the trail of the black-maned lion in the 
comparatively safe and well-known district of 
B. E. A. and into the little-known, impenetrable 
depths of Tanganyika for elephants and rhinos. 
Our permanent entourage consisted of about one 
hundred and fifty porters, ten personal servants 
and eight skinners and gun bearers, but at times 
we added natives from the various villages, and 
with all these laborers there was no labor problem 
in our camps! 

Considering the trials incident to modern house- 
keeping it seems to me that many hardships are 
the product of civilization, not of the wilds! Dur- 
ing the first month of my return to New York 
twenty-five maids passed through my house, and 
one cook after another left. In all our months of 
camping, our men remained faithfully on their 
jobs; neither porters nor personal servants ever 
once gave notice, but were always there, ready 
to wake us at dawn with a cheerful “Yambo, 
Memsahib” and equally ready to put out our 
candles and tuck in our mosquito nets at bedtime. 
During the day, whether we spent it quietly in 
camp or in trekking to a new location, our boys 
grinned a d unceasingly and we knew 
simply not rvant problems. There are no 
unions, n¢ uur laws in Tanganyika, and 
the agitat we have always with us in 
civilization own. 

Our wil levil of a black cook, bribed 





big game huntress with the busy 
and complex life of the New York host- 
is crowded with interesting obser- 
thought-provoking 


Think of the various ranges, 
the dozens of copper utensils, 
the complicated details that 
seem necessary to make up 
our modern kitchens! Dining 


ideas. . ‘ : ; 
and lunching in New York 
surrounded by all the trap- 


pings of our luxurious homes 
and hotels, I give a quick look back to 
those delicious meals served under the cloud- 
hung azure skies of Africa—wonderful roasts 
and stews of delectable game, broiled guinea 
hens, partridges, cold rhino and __ buffalo 
tongues. A special delicacy would be a slice of 
elephant trunk which tastes exactly as the circus 
smelled back in our childhood. But best of all 
were the dinners when our cook offered us with a 
wide gleeful smile a platter of roast ostrich, so 
tender that it melts in the mouth and makes one 
play traitor to our national Thanksgiving bird! 
Of course we carried stores of tea, coffee. sugar 
and other staples with us, as well as tinned and 
dried fruits and vegetables. Then there were 
Jucky days when we happened on stray govern- 
ment posts whose kind and spitable D. P. O's 
sentus eggs, butter, salads ud fresh fruits and 
vegetables raised on the place. We were never 
called upon to give orders for our meals; the cook, 
guided by his larder, planned every meal, and al- 
ways added something to surprise us. 


UR treks through the jungle led past native 

tribal villages whose civilization is older than 
we know. These black men made their villages, 
tilled their farms and observed their tribal laws 
long before the white man penetrated Africa. 
Always when we camped near-by, the handsome 
Massai chiefs would call (Concluded on page 104) 





li they had not 
been a perfectly 
matched pair 
of sublime ego- 
ists, it might 
have been love 


it first hearing 


THE 


HAT meek and 
frightened _ lit 


tle man who 
shrank away 
furtively inside 


a crumpled 





shirt-front and chaotic 
waistcoat at Mrs. Par- 
kinson’s dinners was 
generally understood to 
be the husband of the 
impressive hostess. She 


would introduce 


him as Mr. Parkinson to newly 
recruited guests, at any rate, and then would 
throw him away, so to speak, like a wet rag. He 
ilways looked as if he were ready to wilt into a 
waste-basket. He seemed to 
be nothing but a dejected face 
blinking apologetically on top 


of an empty suit of evening 
clothes That was the effect Thi 
of his front elevation; from fl 
the rear he was almost in- peppers 
visible 

the transcendental 


W HEN 


table-talk began, he would 
try to give alert attention 
and comprehending nods and 


MUSE 


intimately, 


worshiping 


AND THE 


B CHARLES COLLINS 


Barton 


or a mouse had roared. On the rare occasions 
when Mr. Parkinson happened to speak, everyone 
else would glance at him across the table in 
curious wonder; and he, turning a shade grayer, 
which was his method of blushing, would fade 
back into his customary obscurity. 

These vacant and disturbing noises, these vocal 
dull thuds, naturally discouraged the guests who 
were unaccustomed to Mrs. Parkinson's dinners 
from chivalrous attempts to talk to her neglected 
husband. After one kindly conversational gambit 
they could see that Mr. Parkinson was merely a 
reluctant, resounding echo, and would no longer 


try to arouse him from his trance. The others, 
the habitués of Mrs. Parkinson's salon—for that 
is what she proudly called it—understood per- 
for was chosen because tt tells, 
Lite of satire, 


umd, whrle 


with just the proper 
the true story of one particularly pre- 
valent phase of drawing-room “politics.” 

The author, a clever, intelligent journalist, knows his characters 
we feel sure that he has carefully avoided | 
drawing from life the quaint Mr. Parkinson, his ambitious, hero- 
wife and the resplendent Master, their exact prototypes 
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MIDGET 


the Minoan Cuwvilization on Greek Culture, or 
yearned to do any and all of these exalted things. 
They were particularly strong on yearning 

They could be described as the art-for-culture’s- 
sake crowd of the largest small town on earth, 
or as the subtle souls of the greatest railroad yards 
in the solar system, and although Mr. Parkinson, 
during his office hours, was a man of some author- 
ity in the industrialism with which they were sur- 
rounded, they knew him not. His business was 
something unromantic which could not stimulate 
the imagination or evoke foolish questions; it was 
nothing but the manufacture of nails. And with 
a man like Mr. Parkinson, what could be harder 
to talk about than nails? A pointed subject, per- 
haps, as one of the salon wits had said slyly in a 
manner worthy of Oscar 
Wilde, but fit to be discussed 
only with a hammer. 

The best thing to do with 
Mr. Parkinson was to ignore 
him. He enjoyed isolation. In 
the rdle of a mute, inglorious 
supernumerary he seemed al- 
most happy. The only other 
alternative, if he fell under 
one’s feet and had to be tram- 
pled on conversationally, was 
to speak to him in praise of 


an S » @ . ia ’ ’ ‘ Ss ae ee _ olny arf 
miles to the enraptured re could be called by name, address and secret telephone number in Mrs. Parkinson—“Wonderful 
marks about art and letters, eee aed > ee gg ie i Maat tie woman, Mrs. Parkinson! 

music and drama. souls and my metropolitan center, Such cu ure tuft tun ers ane tte rar\ Magnificent mind! ey 
psychology which character- lion-tamers as Mrs. Parkinson are forever stumbling into their own Majestic figure!"—That sort 
ized Mrs. Parkinson's parties, man-traps with results highly entertaining to the observant. of thing; as if he was not 


and then he was like a vener- 
able baby fascinated by the 
godlike gurglings of its elders. 
rhe strain of this pretense at L 
participation, however, was 
much for him. He soon 
abandoned the effort to understand and admire, 
ind from a social point of view ceased to exist 
If by accident or through ignorance of his 
limitations, a question was addressed to him so 
directly that an answer was in order, he would 
reply, but he seldom varied from a repertory of 
remarks which consisted of “No, thank you,” 
“Yes, I think so,” “I'm sorry, but I don't know,” 
and “Mrs. Parkinson is better informea on that 
subject than I am.” His manner of speaking 
was Invariably timid under such circumstances, but 
his voice itself was astonishing. It was aggressively 
sad, heavy and cavernous. It had the lugubrious 
overtones that are produced when one shouts into 
a rain barrel. So big a voice, coming from such 
an insignificant source, had a startling and gro- 
tesque effect. It was as-if a canary had bellowed 


“The 


too 


Muse 


md thee 


Midget” 


tectly that talking with Mr. Parkinson was not 
the custom of the establishment. It was not the 
thing to do—a novice at these Olympian gather- 
ings could feel that inhibition in the air. Mr 
Parkinson, although the husband, did not belong 
in that circle; Mr. Parkinson was therefore taboo. 

There was no cruelty in this arrangement; as 
a social phenomenon it was inevitable. There 
was nothing to talk to Mr. Parkinson about. He 
was, so the story ran, in business, by means of 
which he provided generously for Mrs. Parkin- 
son’s needs as an indefatigable hostess and a pa- 
troness of the arts; and business was a matter of 
which the Parkinsonians, steady or transient, knew 
nothing. They lived, or pretended to live, in the 
world of ideas. They wrote, or painted, or made 


music, or taught deep stuff like the Jnujuences of 


is really a very amusing. story. 


her husband at all and you 
and he were gazing for the 
first time at some masterpiece 
in an art gallery. He never 
answered such remarks, except 
by purring, in a hollow as- 
senting way, like distant thunder. Or, if one was 
feeling worldly and epigrammatic that evening 
one said, “Parkinson, old man, you are a bigamtst 
—you have married beauty and brains.” Mr 
Parkinson had a stock smile to reply to this jest 
which gave the impression that he had bitten on 
one of his own nails and was holding it grimly 
between his teeth. 





*ROM these strange symptoms and from his 
fidelity in social martyrdom, it could easily be 
seen that Mr. Parkinson had a vast though timo- 
rous admiration for his wife. Her pose as a Mus 
of all the arts found in him, perhaps, its onls 
perfect votary. He was dazzled and bewildered 
by this phoenix of culture who had _ graciousis 
condescended to bring brilliance into the house o! 
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He basked in her radiance even if it 


Parkin on z. 
He was fifty years old and she was 


blinded him. 


well under forty; they had been married ten 
years; but Calvin Parkinson still doted on his 
Isabella. Her stately concessions to his affection, 
when the salon had been locked up and the poets 


put out for the night, were more than recompense 
for his ignominies of the dinner table. 

For his fondness there was visible excuse. In 
spite of her addiction to the cerebral and es- 
thetic life, Isabella was handsome in a bountiful, 
prima donna’s style, and the seductions of vers 
ibre, in which she dabbled, had never caused her 
to bob her hair. To her almost matronly years 
she made the concession of a gray forelock which 
coquetted in her fine coiffure, but her fair com- 
plexion could still stand the test of higher visi- 
bility than candlelight, and she never troubled 
herself to find a chair with its back to the window. 
Her arms and shoulders were in the grand man- 
ner, inviting appraisal even against the competi- 
tion of an opera premiére; and visiting French 
artists, after kissing her hand, had been known to 
proclaim gallantly that it recalled the regal beauty 
of Anne of Austria. This is one of the highest 
compliments in the scholarship of hand-kissing. 


ALITTLE overripe but still luscious—such was 
4% Isabella, spouse of the humble Calvin Parkin- 
son. She was keenly aware of her attractiveness, 
and eager to make the most of it while it lasted. 
She flirted, as she pursued culture, with energy and 
enthusiasm, chastely ardent in her technique. 
Spiritual affinities were her specialty. 

Isabella could fly into a fever of sentimental 
admiration more rapidly than a schoolgirl could 
work up a crush on a motion-picture hero. She 
spouted virtuous raptures like a geyser, suddenly 
and intermittently. A new tenor at the opera, a 
débutant poet whose first volume of verses was 
as downy as his virgin beard; the last futurist 
painter to emerge from his garret—such types as 
these excited her strangely. She would chant their 
praises with almost mystical ecstasy; she would 
command their attendance at her salon with 
queenly authority; and there, like a python, she 
would lubricate them with flattery and swallow 
them alive. 

Not one of the potential geniuses who suc- 











Bruce Alaric Ainsworth stepped forward confidently. 


cumbed to her worship and enlisted permanently 
in the Parkinsonian group was ever quite the same 
man afterward. She changed him somehow with 
her monstrous adulation. She poisoned him with 
self-consciousness, egoism and delusions of super- 
manhood. Isabella was indeed a destroyer of ar- 
tistic gifts. She hoped to inspire as a Muse, but 
what she really achieved was the debilitating effect 
of a vampire. 

If Isabella had been limited to local talent in her 
collection of iridescent souls, she soon would have 
exhausted the field and languished in the frus- 
trated condition of Alexander, with no more 
worlds to conquer. But she had the resources of 
forty railroad terminals to draw upon, and the 
supply of itinerant celebrities, therefore, always 
kept her in the pink of condition. They came in 
droves from all the ports and climes of the world, 
to lecture, to observe the natives of the American 
wilderness, to exploit themselves and their works. 
They often brought letters of introduction to her, 
for the fame of her salon had spread abroad, but 
when they were elusive she knew exactly the 
right wires to pull to bring them into her charmed 
circle. 

Often if these pilgrims were out of funds, or 
thrifty, they used the Parkinsonian chateau as a 
boarding-house. There was usually one or more 
of them hanging about, looking slightly dazed but 
happy. Mr. Parkinson never knew when he might 
step on a half-hatched genius in the library or 
collide with a European reputation in the hallway. 
It became hard for him to tell the difference be- 
tween a house guest and a sneak-thief, and he 
grew jumpy under the strain. He was observed 
to have a trick of glowering into dark corners, as 
if he were looking for ghosts, and of cocking 3 
furtive ear to the sound of distant footsteps. 


E took no pride in the social glory of being a 

morganatic husband to Queen Isabella. There 
was no glamour for him in being married to a 
successful salon; and to be ignored by traveling 
greatnesses and local Bohemians in his own home 
did not, in his opinion, have the slightest influence 
upon his position as a manufacturer of nails. He 
was faithful to his humiliating duties as consort, 
but all the while this self-effacing shred of a man, 
apparently incapable of a vigorous emotion, was 








being devoured by the demon of _ jealousy. 

Isabella’s platonic affinities—the men of fame or 
promise whose souls were en rapport with hers, 
whom she proclaimed as idols to the wide, wide 
world several times a week, whom she advertised 
as the white spirits pledged to her for rendezvous 
in the gardens of Paradise—had driven him 
slightly mad. He was being silently consumed by 
the rage of the worm that does not dare to turn. 


PINALLY there came to pass the time when 

Bruce Alaric Ainsworth swam into the ken of 
all literary astronomers. He was visible in the 
constellation of the best-sellers for several seasons; 
he made his début by writing the Great American 
Novel, he followed it with the Greater, and he 
added to it the Greatest. His had become a name 
of magnitude, and Isabella had been deeply stricken 
by the manner in which the cosmic greatness of 
his omniscient spirit, as revealed in his books, vi- 
brated in harmony with her soul’s soul. 

The man himself remained a mystery, a per- 
sonality beyond the horizon of the bookish world, 
remote, secretive, enigmatic. No one in Isabella’s 
circle could boast of having taken the great man 
by the hand or of owning autographed copies of 
his first editions. His publishers, in their press 
notices, referred to him vaguely and with awe, as 
if he were some mythical being that lived alone 
in an ivory tower and wore purple wings for 
breakfast. His taste in neckties, his manner of 
doing his hair, his voyages and adventures, his 
domestic habits, whether celibate, monogamous 
or promiscuous, were all unknown. And Isabella 
vearned for him mightily, that she might make 
him the captive of her bow and spear. 

It was written in her destiny that her hopes 
should be fulfilled. At the appointed time, when 
the Greatest American Novel was not selling as 
furiously as its publishers had hoped, Bruce Alaric 
Ainsworth came down from his mountain, or his 
ivory tower, or wherever it was that he dwelt, and 
let the light of his countenance shine upon the 
people and the eloquence of his tongue sing in 
their ears. The purpose of this angelic descent, 
of course, was to stimulate sales, but it was made 
to seem like a miraculous visitation. In short, he 


undertook a lecture tour, and went through all 
the ritual of self-exploi- (Continued on page 111) 





But so did someone else. 
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Decorations from Rose Cumming 
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rHE CHIFFON MODE FOR DANCING 
Posed by 
IRENE CASTLE TREMAN 
Bits of chiffon to float and melt into the air, so that the dancer seems a breeze made 
visible—that is the perfect dance frock. White Georgette crépe, cut like the petals 
of a lily and held in a deep calyx of mother-of-pearl paillettes, each in the shape of a 
tiny, pierced leaf, follows every motion of the dancer like a ghostly stream of air. White 
lippers and stockings and the soft gleam of pearls touch the costume to perfection. 
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Gown from Lucile 


At all that is left of the Knickerbocker Hotel, its gay little 
Grill, Irene Castle Treman returned to the dancing world 
for a brief season to be followed by an engagement in vaude- 
ville. The sort of dance frock which, ten years ago, she 
stamped as essentially her own, is here shown in its latest 
inter pretation—fioating mauve chiffon with a tiny bodice, 
half of silver cloth and half of rhinestone-studded net, with 
great bands of gray fox to weight the flowing sleeves. 


Not the frock that floats but the frock that clings is this 
of black chiffon velvet, lovely for the more dignified ballroom 
dances. The split, swallow trains, one to follow each foot, 
give an eel-like slimness never achieved by a short gown. 
With such a dress the sparkle of diamonds in rings, bracelets, 
corsage pin, head-dress and slippers is essential. Mrs. Tre- 
man returns this season not only to ballroom dancing and 
the stage, but also to the motion picture world with a play 
called “French Heels,’ produced by her own company. 


Gown from 
Baron de Mever 
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HPS g / ee Breathe, loved one, breathe, ; 
If you desire 9 aS) Ee yh yo and Ile protest, : 


P=) = 
My spark should glow, Car) VO Nay more,lle deeply swear 
The Sonell fire ’ A » C That all the opal of the pr}; 
You must blow. sat East 

> . Are circumfused there. 


I dreamt the Roses one time met 

To meet and sit in Parliament; 

Then in that Parly all those powers 
Voted the Rose,the queen of flowers, 
But so as that ‘weal should be 
The Maide of honor unto thee. 


Oft have I heard both youths and virgins say, 
Birds choose their mates, and couple too, this day; 
But by their flight | never can divine 

When | should couple with my Valentine. 















° 
Oo 
2 
° 












. , Love and myselfe, believe me,ona day, Since which it festers so, that I can 
At childish push-pin for our sport, ; prove ° 
5 y did play; Twas but a trick to poyson me with love, ° 
I put; he pusht, and heedless ° LY Little the wound was; greater was the ° 
of my skin, 













Nr smart; 
x), The finger bled, but burnt was all my 


Love pricked my finger with 
heart. 


a golden pin. 





Choose me your Valentine, 
Next let us marry; 

Love to the death will pine, 

If long we tarry. 












Ait; 


Stately Juno, do you please, 
o art chief at marriages, 
But to dress the bridall well 
When my love and I shall wed; 
And a peacock proud shall be 
Offered up by us to thee. 
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woodwork and china recess in the Duchess’s boudow 


Courtesy of 
FRENCH & ¢ 


THE ACQUISITIVE CONNOISSEUR 


B \ 


location in the Lanark- 
shire coal fields in Scotland, Hamilton 
Paiace, one of the greatest houses in 
all Europe, occupied as the chief dwell- 
ing place of the Hamiltons from medie- 
val to present days, as a residence has 
passed away, and its treasures are dispersed 
largely, it is interesting to note, into the hands 
of American owners 
Dating back to 1314, when Walter Fitz Gilbert 
de Hamiltone was granted “the lands of 


ECAUSE of its 


ELIZABETH 


Palace, Hamilton, Lanarkshire, 


Scotland. 


Hamilton 


Machane™ by Robert Bruce, Hamilton Castle, 
Palace, House and Palace, as it was known suc- 
cessively, was more than once sacked, burned 
and rebuilt. A stone dated 1591 is preserved as 
the only visible remnant of the “Castle,” 
called, when Lord John Hamilton restored the 
devastated and where he entertained 


so- 


estates, 


LOUNSBERY 


King James VII., who afterwards created him 
“Marquess” of Hamilton. From the oft repeated 
cypher W. A. for Duke William and Duchess 
Anne, on the south front, it is clear that this por- 
tion of the great house dates from before the 
former’s death in 1694, and how much earlier 
can only be conjectured from the character 0! 
the work. ; 

The richly decorated oak rooms, two of 
which are illustrated, much resemble those 0! 
Holyrood Palace, dating from 1672-79, but are 2 











Above is the picture gallery dating from the late seventeenth century and said to be 
the work of James Smith, Scotland’s most celebrated architect. The oak paneling 
here was planned to accommodate the family portraits by early English masters. 


The Charles II. oak balus- 
trade to the staircase illus- 
trated, leading to the old 
portion of the palace, is 
carved with the monogram 
“4. W.,” unicorns and a coro- 


net among arabesque foliage. 


ee Sivan 


* 
little later in character, so that the Holyrood joiners and woodcarvers may weil have } 5 
passed on to do similar work at Hamilton. 

The architect of Hamilton was unquestionably James Smith, who was called 
“the most experienced architect in Scotland.” While the details of decoration in 
the Duchess’s suite suggest Smith as the designer, they do not clearly contradict 
the tradition that William Adam, father of the renowned Robert, was responsible 
for this work. If so, their origin must be deferred until a somewhat later date, 
for it was the fifth Duke, who became of age in 1724, who some years after- 
wards commissioned William Adam to design a new north front. Owing to the 
Duke’s death, however, in 1743, this work was not begun nor was any material 
change made in the building by his eighteenth-century successors, although Adam’s 
plans, somewhat changed, were carried out about 1825 by the tenth Duke, during 
his occupancy of the palace. 


J1TH the encroachment of coal mining in this section of Scotland, when the 
_ humerous and proximate pits not only destroyed the beauty of the estate 
for residential purposes, but actually threatened the structure itself, Hamilton 
Palace was abandoned as the family seat and in 1882 the first sale of its rare 
and costly ¢ ‘nts took place at Christie’s. What the palace offered for its 
final disper--' +" the heirs, some two years ago, can be appreciated from the 
accompany rations, in which appear the best that the seventeenth, 
eighteenth teenth centuries produced. 

These co ‘eriors, with the exception of the portraits, have been brought commences AeA 
to America ey will no doubt be reinstalled in some important house in all 
the dignity yriginal setting. The famous plate of the Hamilton family has Carved foliage-bordered over-mantel, surmounted by 
also found o New York for sale, and likewise a great part of the china, 
such as th ble Lowestoft service illustrated in “The Acquisitive Connois- 
seur” a ve 





the Hamilton arms and showing the influence of Grin- 
ling Gibbons, in the oak-paneled state dining-room 
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Crépe de Chine, as vellow 
as the sun, is made into a 
gown that does _ strange 


silver - em- 

With 
this gown is worn the wrap 
of yellow crépe de Chine 
embroidered with yellow and 
silver and banded with fox 


things with its 


broidered _ sleeves 


ERTE 
OF 


Villa Excelsior 
Monte Carlo, Monaco. 


HE sun is shin- 
ing as in spring, 


and only the 
rare gusts of 
fresh wind re- 
mind us_ that 
we are in winter. The 
multicolored flowers, 
the fresh green, hide 
from us under their 


adorable veil the com- 
ing of cold weather, as 
the smile on the lips 
sometimes hides’ the 
anxiety of the soul. 

holding an In the mountains 
: winter reigns already 
and the colors of the 
" forests speak to us elo- 
quently. Reddish and even quite red spots are 
drawn on the dark green of the pine-trees, the 
leaves of the vine become an orange-red. . . . But 
let us come down from the mountains onto the 
Céte d'Azur everlastingly blooming, where spring 
dances under the rays of the sun and where one is 
already preparing for the fétes of the season. Here 
Nature is always ready, men are late, as usual.... 





Parrots 
emerald form earrings. 





DISCUSSES 


THE 





ART IN GENERAL 


CINEMA IN PARTI 


This year the season begins a little later than 
last vear. The late date of Easter makes us believe 
that the exodus of the strangers will not begin as 
early as in the preceding year, and owing to this 
the opening of the season was put back until De- 
cember. In Monte Carlo these circumstances of 
the calendar are not too much noticed, as the Ca- 
sino draws strangers during al] the year, but in 
Nice, Cannes, and along the whole of the Cdte 
d’Azur the great arrival of strangers is announced 
for January only. 


HE theatrical season is already open in Monte 

Carlo. As usual it is by concerts, ballets and 
comedies that the public in Monte Carlo enters the 
great opera season. 

A troupe composed of artists from the Comé- 
die Francaise and the Odéon, with Mme. Sorel 
at their head, gives a series of fine represen- 
tations at the theatre of the Casino. The ballets, 
which are not yet the Russian ballets of the great 
season, attract people at the theatre. Even during 
the concerts the theatre is always full, which 
proves that strangers are already numerous and 
that the fine reputation of the orchestra of Monte 
Carlo is known in all the countries of the world. 

The Coronia, the first transatlantic liner com- 
ing from New York to the Céte d’Azur this sea- 
son, has landed in Monte Carlo a large quantity of 
Americans who have settled in the large hctels 





HARPER’S BAZAR 








dies 


/ 


THE 


AND ART 


CULAR 


of the principality. One can already see on the 
picturesque routes of the Maritime Alps many 
auto-cars filled with tourists who came from over- 
seas, and who admire the beauties of the country. 

It is hoped that this year the season will not be 
very different from the pre-war seasons and that 
the affluence of strangers will be considerable. One 
will certainly find artistic entertainments for all 
these visitors. It will be the opera of Monte Carlo 
and the Russian ballets that will specially draw the 
visitors to the golden theatre of the Casino. The 
program for the opera season is not yet definitely 
fixed; it is generally arranged at the last moment, 
for, it must be confessed, one is always uncertain 
if artists or singers will fill their engagements. In 
any case, one can say that the opera season will be 
very interesting and will contain several creations 
and novelties. 

One pronounces already the names of great art- 
ists, who, it is said, will shine on the stage in 
Monte Carlo. But among the artists who gen- 
erally lend their assistance to the theatre of the 
Casino, one, well appreciated by the public—Mr. 
Muratore—will not be this season in Monte Carlo. 
He has left his villa at Eze and is gone to America 
with his wife, Mme. Lina Cavalieri. Every voy- 
age of Mme. Cavalieri to America gives a film to 
the whole world, where the talent and the beauty 
of the movements of the artist are appreciated. Let 
us hope that this voyage will also bring upon the 
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White marocain crépe, edged with 
jade green, is the 
shoulders of a blouse, and is used 
F in a long piece that crosses over 
j scarfwise in the front and is drawn 
through the material in the back. 
The just how the 
blouse crosses in the back. In the 
front the interwoven strips of the 
crépe end in long jade green tas- 
sels forming a most unusual orna- 
ment that shows below the tailleur. 


interwoven at 


mirror shows 
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\ J \] blouse are all frayed; . | | 
my. / | and the blouse is ‘ 
i { oddly knotted to- 
| 7 . 
| gether. There is 


open-work of amber 
Four white pieces of beads. 
gabardine, joined by 
means of jet buttons 
jet 
form a remarkable lit- 
tle blouse to wear un- 


on a necklace, 


der a tailleur or with 
skirt. Jet 
fastens it at the waist. 


a white 
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A long tassel that becomes a fan when 
one opens it is strangely made of lacquered 
wood colored silk strands. 


Another tassel that is also a fan is of 
strands of jet beads, held together by 
jet sticks with strands of jet between. 


and gaily 
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Em- 


pire ort of girl, 


kor an early 


one who would 
look well playing 
the harp,is a gown 
of orange and cit- 
ron yellow muslin 
bodice or 
and 


with a 


orange ilver 


Violet-colored eves 
with this 
of mauve 
and white taffeta. 
Over each hip are 
plaited silk fans 


stitched in orange 


belong 


gown 


screens of Europe an artistic film. When I begin 
to think of the cinema, I feel an emotion. It is 
not that I fear for the future of the theatre. No, 
at the same time as the cinema evolutes, the 
theatre also progresses. It is the same as a 
water way which does not lose but progresses 
when a railway line is built parallel with it. But 
I know that in the art of the cinema the last word 
has not been said, and that science, which is never 
af&a standstill, forges by its efforts and its re- 
searches of the present day the eternal alliance 
with art. But even the cinema such as it is will 
keep in store for the centuries to come an enor- 
mous documentation on art and the conception of 
the beauty of our days. That is why I am always 
happy when great artists lend their co-operation to 
the cinema. At the same time that they give an 
artistic spectacle to those of their contemporaries 


to whom the great theatrical scenes are not acces- 
sible, they leave precious documents to posterity. 


HAT joy and glory for History it will be to 
find in the archives of a cinematographic com- 
pany the films several centuries old, which will 
reflect exactly our artistic life, our researches after 


the ideal, our conceptions of beauty. Posterity 
will then see our intellectual life, will understand 
what we thought, what made us laugh, they will 
be amused by our acceptation of the digestive 
laugh over the prodigious tricks of a Charlot, and 
will be greatly surprised to find in the papers 
of the period the careless word of that acrobat 
of the screen: “J want to become the Moliére 
of the cinema.” These words have been said in 
the year when the intellectuals of all countries 
prepared themselves to celebrate the third cen- 


The frilly evye- 
lashed, lace-paper 
“jeune fille” would 
be lovely in this 
gown of 
with its bodice of 
mauve and yellow. 


green 


tenary of Moliére, and when the little Charlot 
had come to France from America, when he en- 
tered Europe triumphantly and had gone back 
discreetly and without any noise or applause 
One will be surprised that one could have com- 
pared an acrobatic talent, amusing certainly, to 
a genius, who, in painting human characters, was 
teaching life that makes one laugh through 
SOMES. . « « 

Well, Charlot, who makes the entire world 
laugh, is only one of the multiple passing means 
used for the perfection of cinematographic art 
Let us accept him as such and let us laugh at his 
tricks and exploits. > 

The cinema could also be very interesting to 
posterity for studies upon ideas of beauty, and 
particularly on fashion. What pleasure it is for 
us to turn over the pages of old illustrations t« 
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When vou wear 
this gown of white 
silk with cocardes 
of jade green and 
white, no one sus- 
pects one part of 


the gown is a fan. 


see what was the fashion in olden days and the 
feminine silhouette a hundred years ago. In 
those papers of the last century one finds illus- 
trations not very perfect in point of view of ex- 
€cution, but true, concerning the feminine pic- 
ture. By them we can reconstruct the exact 
silhouette of the women of olden times. Could 
one say the same of the illustrations of the fashion 
ot the present day? Alas! no. We see in our 
fashion papers that women have the arms of a 
monkey, the neck of a giraffe, and the head of a 
canary. 

The cinen 
life will pri 
what must n 
one accepts, 
be accepted. 
such as I ¢ 


c apparatus which reflects 
film what exists, and not 
vill reflect the fashion which 
the one that one wants to 
is the future of the cinema, 
in the realm of elegance. 














Providing that the celluloid films could be kept 
for centuries! .... 


ASHION. ... It is so capricious and chang- 
ing that really it is only the cinematographic 
apparatus that can engrave its restless movements. 
I have heard so much about the “new line” 
that was to be introduced into the feminine 
toilette, that, being in Paris, I went out of 
curiosity to see the collections of the great cou- 


turiers. And once again I was convinced that 
one does not wear the thing that is talked 
about. . . . I have not seen the “new line’! On 


the contrary, and happily, one is coming back to 
the line of yesterday in lengthening the skirts and 
in draping the garments. And how many minute 
details I seem to have seen and known before! I 
scratch my memory. A lady near me helps me 
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A slim young per- 
son, with her blue 
black hair 


smooth 


very 
indeed, 
wears a 
gray 
fringed with green 
gold 
starred 


gown of 
charmeuse, 
and foliage 
with rose 


But when you de- 
tach the fan and 
with 
usual grand man- 


use it your 
evident 
you have that 
charm wellin hand. 


ner, it is 


by saying to her friend: “But it is Erté’s collar 
of my traveling coat from Harper’s Bazar.”... . 
Now I am fixed and that is why so many little 
things seem so familiar to me. ... I am very 
much amused by that. I am sure that I shall see 
at the halls of Carnival, which this year promise 
to be very brilliant, some of my theatrical cos- 
tumes. As long as they are well executed and 
worn by pretty women I shall then have all 
satisfaction. 

The fétes of Carnival and masked balls begin 
in the middle of February. The arrival of King 
Carnival in Nice is fixed for the sixteenth of 
February, two days after St. Valentine’s day. 
Here is an entertainment for girls and young men 
who are awaiting St. Valentine’s day to exchange 
“amiable” words. In the crowd and bustle of 
Carnival no indiscreet ear will hear them. 
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ST. MORITZ IN THE SWISS ALPS 


Six thousand feet above the sea, St. Moritz lies in a hollow of the mountains as 
a jewel in the bottom of a crystal cup. This view is of the famous health re- 
sort from the opposite mountain side. Once winter comes the snow does not melt 
and in places reaches a depth of twenty feet, but withal the air is strangely warm 
and dry, which makes St. Moritz the playground for lovers of winter sports. 
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Se ES SER OMI RRR RARE REN RA aGE IE ARRANGES ~ 


The famous Cresta Run, the ice toboggan slide laid out almost forty years ago, 
is twelve hundred and thirty-one meters in length and has many sharp curves 
and leaps. One of the most thrilling hazards on the course is Church Leap. 


A DAY ON 


St. Moritz. 
HE night train from Paris 
rambles across the frontier 
at Basle in the early morn- 1 
ing and maunders on through 
chalet-studded hills to Zu- 
rich, where after skirting the 
lake it plunges into the mountains 
and follows a serpentine course for 
many miles, finally reaching Coire. 
_ From Coire the train climbs stead- 
ily, creeping along sheer cliffsides, 
leaping like the traditional gazelle | 
from icy crag to icy crag and sway- | 
ing dizzily above bottomless ravines 
where, peering fearfully out of the 
window of the compartment, one } 
glimpses wild icy streams brawling 
over the rocks apparently miles be- 
low. We are flying with the eagles. 

The little electric train rocks 
across the narrow bridges, worms its way through 
dark twisting tunnels, stops now and then, shak- 
ing and breathless, at a mountain village and 
again flies upward. The stars come out—one 
could almost pluck a basketful, so close seem 
they— and a thin sliver of a moon hangs in their 
midst. The train is certainly bound straight for 
Heaven! 

But a last leap across a chasm—one more and 
a bound would doubtless have carried us over the 
root into Italy——and we stop in a shallow valley 
Where, six thousand feet above the sea, St. Moritz 
lies in a hollow of the mountains like a jewel at 
the bottom of a crystal cup. 


IS summer this cup is of jade and emerald, but 
_ in the winter it is of crystal—of ice and snow 
piled on si ice. The rimming mountains 
are peaks « he waterfalls are frozen. The 
lake —the r oroadens out here into a lake 
before it ¢ waters to itself and winds 
amo ‘aks to pour itself into the 


away 


THE 


fringed at the hips. 
wear agaist the snow. 
Skirts of brilliant tricot striped and plaided. 
| striped with every vivid color. 


ROOF OF 


"HE NEW AND SMART AT ST. MORI 
Slightly baggy breeches, tucked into snow boots or into 
the tops of wool golf hose, are supplanting plaited skirts 
in the smart sportswoman’s wardrobe. 
Knitted turbans are worn with knitted blouses girdled 
at the hips. 
Violent Scotch plaids are used for blouses that are 
All vivid colors are preferred to 


Danube and finally into the Black Sea—the lake 
is a glittering sheet of ice. 

From three to twenty feet deep is the snowfall 
at St. Moritz. The roofs are heavy with snow, 
the roads and hedges are made of snow. Snow hoods 
the spruce trees and weights the branches, which 
are often half buried in drifts. The diligence, just 
in from Maloja Pass, is covered with snow and 
the horses are blanketed with white. 

Snow does not melt in St. Moritz, once winter 
comes. The air is strangely warm and curiously 
dry. One walks in snow-dust. The first snowfall 
remains on the ground until spring. The nights 
are cold, but during the sunny hours of the day 
one may be comfortable in a thin blouse and skirt. 
It is a miraculous climate. 

During the winter months there is no rain and 
no wind. Instead of mists the valley is bathed in 
opalescent light—sapphire and rose, gold and ame- 
thyst. The shadows on the snow peaks are vivid 
blue. The sky is still more blue. The spruce 


trees stand out black against the snow. 


THE 


Scarf § 


WORLD 


The village of St. Moritz is hidden 
away between the great hotels—the 
Z group of seven hotels which form 
the Engadiner Kulm, the Palace Ho- 
tel, the Grand Hotel, the Suvretta 
House and _ others. The Kulm 
grounds contain the famous Cresta 
Run—the ice toboggan track which 
was laid out almost forty years ago 
and has been developed since until 
it now measures twelve hundred and 
thirty-one meters in length, with 
many sharp curves and “leaps,” ren- 
dering it sufficiently difficult for any- 
one desiring good sport. The record 
for this course, established in 1911, 
is 58.7 seconds—little more than the 
twinkling of an eye. And _ the 
breathless descent of Cresta Run is 
a thing to be remembered. 

The bob-sieigh course is also on the grounds 
of the Kulm, with skating-rinks of all sorts, a curl- 
ing-rink—the Caledonian Curling Club stands 
godfather to the Curling Club of St. Moritz—and 
a large rink, fifteen thousand square meters in ex- 
tent, where the hockey matches take place. 

All the Kulm rinks are formed of artificial ice 
and are kept in the most perfect condition, every 
little irregularity of the surface carefully smoothed 
out and every flake of snow swept away, many 
men with many brooms being continually em- 
ployed for that purpose. Part of the Kulm golf 
course is flooded in winter—the first tee lying un- 
der the ice of the skating-rink, and the summer 
golf house serving in winter for the skaters. 


HE Palace Hotel has its own chain of rinks, and 
its windows look out over the lake where on 
the black ice the midwinter skik-joring and horse- 
races take place. You may put on your skates on 
the Palace steps—so close are the rinks to the 
hotel. It is the same at the Kulm on the Curling 
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Poiret can express himself in sports clothes 
with as many French shrugs as he uses 
in the most lavishly bouflant of any eve- 
ning gowns This little jacket he made 
of red boreal, banded with black seal 


THAT 
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who leaps about the ten- 


wears a cucular white flan- 


trimmed with 


hres dels ficn 





















Then, right on top of the red jacket, he 
made one of bright yellow velours de 
laine, fringed thickly, not only about the 
neck and cuffs, but around the hips, 
too, with black and white monkey fur. 


WHICH FLINGS ITSELF 


IS VERY GAY INDEED 


rink—you may step out of the hotel and curl 
away 

\s for tennis—the Palace Hotel has a wonder- 
ful covered court on which the championship of 
the world is to be decided this winter, and in 
ski-ing, “tailing,” ski-jumping and other sports, 
St. Moritz champions them all. So essentially is 
St. Moritz a sports place that sports clothes come 
first in the visitors’ wardrobe, and, with all due 
respect to the classic plaited skirt, it is noticeable 
that women are more and more inclined to don 
trousers—slightly baggy trousers tucked into the 
tops of snow boots or under woo! golf hose which 
extend to just below the knee. Often the snow 
boots are banded with fur at the top or show a 
turned-down cuff of wool tricot, like the turned- 
down top of a sock. 

In general, the sports costume must be close 
fitting at vital points (at the neck, wrists, hip and 
knees) so that in case of a “spill” the wearer may 
bob up smiling. Knitted turbans are practical as 
head-gear, with knitted sweaters belted at the 


As a final evidence that his style simply 


could not be cramped | 
design another jacket, 


made this one of green 
banded it with the innocent 


DOWN 


THE SKI RUNS OF ST. MORITZ 


little French person Lanvin knows exactly 


how to exploit black and 
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Poiret 
baby lamb and 
black 
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court like a bit of red plaid cloth combined 


the flannel 








tissue-paper on a radiator with a red crépe blouse 
so that it becomes athletic 
nel skirt and a blue blouse and extremely smart at one 
and the same moment. 
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This blouse of dark blue jersey silk 
is embroidered in endless brilliant 


colors; another “costume” blouse. 


waist-line, or loose blouses closely girdled at the 
hips. 

Of Scotch plaid is a smart sports blouse worn 
on Cresta Run—crossed bars of red and yellow on 
a green ground. The blouse is finished at the hips 
with heavy fringe like the fringe of a true “plaid,” 
and the belt is buttoned with leather. Bright 
colors look well against the snow at St. Moritz, 
and are worn almost to the exclusion of all else. 
Bright green, blue, red and all the yellows fleck 
the slopes. Poiret has just added to the brilliant 
scheme by bringing some of his prettiest manne- 
quins and frocks up from Paris and organizing 





TO 


OF 





CAN ALWAYS FIND 


DESIGN THE 


FROCKS AND 


fétes at the hotels, where dancing is indulged in 
from tea-time until dawn. 

In a group at “Junction” on Cresta Run there 
are skirts of brilliant tricot and Scotch tweed. 
striped and plaid, and scarves of tricot striped 
with all the colors of the rainbow. One woman 
wears an odd little peaked turban of green wool 
tricot—the peak shielding the eyes from the sun- 
glare. Another wears a blunt tricorn of bright 
red fabric, which is striking on her dark hair. 

On the curling rink the stones rest on the ice 
like a group of fat ducks. On the steps of the 
golf pavilion stands a young girl clad all in white 

-a sort of combinaison of white brushed tricot, 
with two rows of rather thick white fringe about 


the hips and white fringe dripping from her 
sleeves. Her beret is of white brushed wool, and 
the gloves and boots are white also 


[Down the bob-sleigh run shoots a “bob” 

laden with the accustomed five. At “Sunny 
Corner” the sleigh slides up and almost over the 
snow wall—a breathless instant—then drops down 
the track like a plummet, trailing a scarlet tassel 
from some frivolous feminine head. 

If there were time to visit the “Julier Leap” 
where the famous ski-jumps are made, one might 
call it a day. But the sun shows just its rim 
above the farthest snowy peak and a vast blue 
shadow fills the crystal bowl almost to its brim 
It is the tea-hour. Fires are blazing in the hotel 
lounges and dancing has begun. 

And dancing continues. Outdoor sports, except 
for moonlight “tailing” parties, end at sunset 
and dancing is the alternative. Costume dances 
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It is a small cape of 
black crépe 
cain, shirred 
the 
interestingly 


maro- 
about 
shoulders and 
irreg- 

slim 


ular about its 


pointed 


hem-line. 








INI IN ALICE BERNARD 
erence evar 
Lanvin medieval thing very well Black and white embroidery gives new feel- Another black crépe marocain cape from 
indeed; ase she made the frock of ing to the sleeves of a green crépe maro- Patou has the same swagger ease about it 
black ; i gave it sleeves of gold. cain frock with a black and white belt. that distinguishes the one sketched above. 
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PARIS HAS MADE THE 

















BETWEEN WINTER 


A SUCCESSFUL 
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AFFAIR 





ABASHED PAUSE 
SPRING 


AFTER ALL 
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Lanvin has the flair for making suits 
that simply make one yearn to step forth 
in the Bois, followed by one’s faithful 
Fifi or Bobo. This is of beige and white 
plaid wool, with trimming of straps of 
the material, and collared and cuffed 


with white linen edged with frills. 


White wool, fine and plaited, is joined 
to a blouse of white crépe to make a 
uper-sports 


North or 


costume that could go 
South, as the Parisienne 
chooses, and according to what she wears 
with it. Under a wrap, she wears it 
North; under a wide hat, on the Riviera. 


A frock that bears a close resemovlance 
to a coat is a gray velours de laine, with 
a gray silk jersey skirt and cuffs and 
bands of trimming. This deep arm- 
holed and indefinite type of frock is an 
excellent bridge between the two well- 
known seasons, and is very flattering 


are the rule at St. Moritz. A peasant girl tan- 
goes with a toreador, a chevalier with quaint Kate 
Greenaway and an Arab sheik with a geisha. 
Pompon and Puff come down the stairs hand in 
hand and are whirled away by Harlequin and 
Mephisto, while ordinary bright-eyed young 
things who have been skating all day “hesitate” 
all night with the same enthusiasm. 

There will be more dancing and more gaiety 
than ever this winter, now that society is coming 
back in force to St. Moritz. Lady Ribblesdale 
and Miss Astor are at the Palace, with the Duc 
and Duchesse d’Alba, Princesse Caraman-Chimay, 
Princesse Clara Hatzfeldt, the Comtesse d’Haut- 
poul, the Princesse Vlora, Lady Nunburnholme, 
the Princesse de la Tour d’Auvergne, Prince and 
Princesse Odescalchi, who was formerly the Mar- 
quise di Rudini, and—but why go on? There }s 
a sound of new jazz music from a distant Jounge, 
a whirl of color and the rustle of silk. Dancing 
... and finally daylight, and the train back to 
Paris. 


HE sun is shining on the snow-clad mountains 

just as it shone yesterday and will shine again 
to-morrow. A company of men on skis are start- 
ing out on a long climb up the snow-fields, and 
there is a white sail of an ice-boat on the lake, 
the sail flapping listlessly in the still air. I climb 
reluctantly into the compartment of the little elec- 
tric train, which glides out of the station, noses 
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The sports suit that really does some- 
thing new and different is extremely 
dificult to find. That is why this green 
cloth suit with a new way of fastening, 
and a new collar, and an unusual trim- 
ming of fine tucks, is an achievement. 
And notice the low waist line. 


its way about the base of a snow-mountain, darts 
into the nearest tunnel and begins the long slide 
down-hill which ends at Coire. And it is a long 
way from Coire back to Paris, where there is 
neither snow nor sunshine nor yet ice, and the 
would-be skaters in the Bois are disconsolate. 

It gives one an odd feeling, this sliding down 
from the very roof of the world. One has all 
one’s feelings at approaching it, reversed. The 
little electric train becomes more circumspect on 
the giddy descent downward. Where it was a 
nimble gazelle, leaping remarkably from the much- 
referred-to crag to crag, it is now a creature of 
judiciously applied brakes and careful, calculated 
descents into giddy ravines. The ascent was 
thrilling, but now the little train crawls as if it 
disliked the idea of leaving that place so close to 
the stars that it so bravely reached by flying leaps. 


HE crystal loveliness of the sides of the cup 

becomes gradually duller; the crystal changes 
to a duller co’ ’  fairy-like opalescence is 
forgotten in 1 earance of the chalet- 
studded hills. radually approaching the 
frontier. The sunlight of St. Moritz, 
the vivid blue ks, the miracle of sun on 


rg these ar :d. The realities now are 
= drab color in winter, the bleak sky. 
e faint win zht barely warming the 


leafless trees. 


van Campen Stewart. 


TWO FROCKS, 


THAT 


AMONG THE 


WORTH 








Over an under-frock of midnight 
blue poplin is made a frock of em- 
erald green velours de laine. This, 
with strands of black and white 
braid, used fringewise down the 
slim-paneled sides, is an extraordi- 
narily simple and distinctive frock. 


One of those characteristic imprac- 
tical bits of French charm that one 
admits would be absurdly cheap at 
any price, is the introduction of 
white organdie bands on a blue 
serge frock, as they are applied here. 
The gown is embroidered in coin dots. 


AND A 
REALLY NEW, ARE 


VIVID HINTS 


JENNY 









SPORTS 


SPRING 











PARIS 





OUR DAYS 


OUR NIGHTS 


Black and orange—a_ theme 
that is always startling, al- 
ways vivid, appears on this 
frock of black cré pe de 
Chine. The orange note is in- 
serted in the form of silk rings 
on the bodice and on the 
sleeves This is how Paris 
takes color with its black 











SMARTLY 


AND 


GOWNS 





MAKES 


DECORATIVE 


The peasant note has crept 
into this frock of red jersey 
de soie and shows itself in 
wide sleeves and _ bloused- 
over-the-hips bodice. The 
red jersey is combed out to 
have a pleasant fuzzy surface 
and is trimmed with bands of 
gray rabbit and embroidery. 


cesca wore the prototype of this coat. 
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1 lovely lady in an eighteenth century 





Venetian painting by Pietro de la Fran- 


Then Babani made this one in the same 
quaint spirit; made it of green velvet 
embroidered with gold. It is a lovely 
wrap, reminiscent of the fétes of old 
Venice, of jewel-strung lights on black 
water, of lighter laughter, long hushed 
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Thev gave it the glamourous name of 
“Delhi” because it is designed from an 
old East Indian robe and is made of 
green velvet braided in the dullest of 
gold, and then lined with shimmering 
moon-pale green silk. A wrap that 
feels some of the mystery of India, and 
tells us about it by its exquisite fabrics 





ind its lines like those of a burnoose. 
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SUCH BEAUTY AS THIS 
































When the Parisienne Amber and crystal! ‘4 
goes about like Meli- beads trail themselves j *| | 
sande in astral white, in scroll after scroll all yt | 
she does it as smartly over the white crépe | 
as possible. This gown de Chine surface of this : i } 
of white crépe de Chine, gown. The two little Yd 
with its black velvet side panels that serve if “| 
train and pearl girdle, as trains flutter in . . 





is her best manner. unbeaded contrast. 
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LUCIEN LELONG ADAPTS THE LOOSELY BLOUSED COAT 


AND CAPE TO HIS SPRING MODELS 


Although it is a bit too soon to decide the silhouette for spring, there can be 
no doubt that the loose bloused effect and wide sleeves will appear as part of 
many of the earliest models. Innumerable signs point to their continued popu- 
larity. Lucien Lelong makes clever use of both these interesting features in a 
tailleur of beige broadcloth, having its coat and skirt braided in self color. 


The voluminous wrap falling, however, in the straightest of lines, answers the 
coat question so satisfactorily that we will continue to have adaptations of it 
throughout the spring. Lelong’s model in brick red cloth possesses the smart 
side cape effect and loosely draped back. Strips of red leather, diagonally placed, 
add a novel touch to the coat and to patch pockets on both sides of the front. 


Foulard offers itself as an early and effective entry in the class of spring fabrics. 
And there are few dress stuffs that are more refreshing after the winter woolens 
have had their way. Lelong introduces a long-sleeved blouse of blue and white 
foulard to enliven a tailleur of midnight blue rep. A slender sleeveless jacket 
falling open at the front serves as a foundation for the broadly collared cape. 
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SOULIE 


IN 


DESIGNS COSTUMES THAT ARE 


LINE BUT ELABORATE IN DETA 


Soulié’s ideal lady is undoubtedly tall and slender and for her type he designs 
gowns that bear always a touch of the bizarre. Here, for example, is an after- 
noon frock of black crépe de Chine and steel lace. Could anything be more 


‘ conservative? But, draping demurely one arm with crépe and lace, he leaves the 


other bare, capped only with the lace, and so proves thoroughly consistent. 


The warmth and gaiety of the Riviera was surely in Soulié’s mind when he 
designed this second costume, for he has combined creamy white broadcloth with 
a striking’ blue, white and black foulard and the result calls imperatively for a 
trip South. The foulard is the slender background for the paneled over-skirt 
and little coat. Red leather points the tunic and forms girdle and collar. 


wo extremes meet in the costumes at the right. Masculine severity stamps 
the circular sports skirt of black and white Rodier wool, as well as the cutaway 
coat of black satin with its sharply pointed waistcoat of white satin. The gown 
of silver blue taffeta, in the foreground, is as essentially feminine as frills 
and furbelows can make it. The narrow waist-band and tassels are of jet. 


SIMPLE 


IL 
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don’t mean to tell me that what she’s wearing is an evening 


gown 


you propose to 


sell wked Uncle Matthew. 


mee ?”” 


RICH RELATIVES 


BRIEF reminiscence before the conclusion 
First, eighteen years of the sunshine and 
flowers of Sirene, the most beautiful of 
Italian islands Then the sudden 
death of her father, an artist, and Jas- 
mine Grant, penniless, is sent to 
England to her relatives 
Such relatives! Rich but patronizing. And as 
each group, in turn, finds it cannot reduce the 
jovely and rebellious Jasmine to the status of an 
Unpaid servant, it passes her on to another group 
Most important are the Hector Grants—Uncle 
Hector, Aunt May and their two exceedingly un- 
pleasant daughters, Lettice and Pamela. Im- 
portant, too, is Uncle Matthew, an incredibly 
parsimonious old person 
In fact, the only fairly decent thing that hap- 


By COMPTON 


Henry Ral 


pens to Jasmine in her many passages from one 
rich relative to another, is meeting Harry Vibart. 
And that meeting was unconventional. It took 
place in a railroad station. But Harry Vibart is 
a charming young man, the nephew and heir of 
Sir John Vibart 

But now, Jasmine has faint hope of ever seeing 
Harry Vibart again. She seems anchored for life 
at Uncle Hector’s. 


(Conclusion) 


“CANNOT say how greatly I think you have 
improved, Jasmine,” said Aunt May one day 
just a year after Jasmine had gone to Harley 


Street. “You were 
and impulsive 


so wild at first, so heedless 
But I notice with pleasure that 


MACKENZIE 


you are quite changed. I was speaking about it 
to your uncle to-day, and I suggested to him 
that as a token of our appreciation of the effort 
you have made to recognize what we have already 
done fer you we should allow you an extra ten 
pounds a year. You are at present getting ten 
pounds a quarter, and we discussed for quite half 
an hour whether it would be better to allow you 
twelve pounds ten shillings a quarter or to present 
you with the extra ten pounds all at once, say 
on your birthday or at Christmas or on some such 
occasion. Of course, we did not want you to suppose 
that you are to regard this in any way as a substl- 
tute for a Christmas present. It is not. No, you 
are to regard it as an expression of our approval 
Ever since she had been in England, Jasmine 
had ceased to believe in the reality of anything 
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talked about beforehand, and so she thought no 
é about that extra ten pounds. But sure 
Christmas she received it, and not only 
but also a parrot-headed umbrella 
of handkerchiefs from 


more 
enough al 
the ten pounds, 
\unt May, a sachet 


trom : ; " ° 
Lettice, the particular monstrosity In porcelain 
that was in vogue at the time from Pamela, and 


a kiss from Sir Hector. 


ALTHOL GH Lettice and Pamela were not yet 
Ld even engaged to be married, social life at 317, 
Harley Street was conducted on the principle that 
at any moment they might be. There could have 
been few young men about town who had escaped 
having tea there at least once. None of them 
interested Jasmine in the least, and it was perhaps 
iust as well that she was not interested, because 
if she had been interested she would certainly 
have had no opportunity of displaying her interest, 
owing to the fact that she always had to pour 
out tea. A woman pouring out tea for one man 
can make of the gesture a most alluring business; 
but a woman pouring out tea for twenty young 


running round the corner to Debenham and 
Freebody’s to see it they could match this for the 
girls, or of spending the whole morning at Marshall 
and Snelgrove’s with her aunt to see if they could 
match that for her. 

On Christmas morning Lady Grant took her 
niece aside and confided to her that, so heavy had 
been her own expenses and so heavy had been Sir 
Hector’s expenses, she was sure Jasmine would 
understand if she did not receive the extra ten 
pounds as usual. To hear Aunt May, one might 
have supposed that the donation had been cus- 
tomary since her niece’s birth. 

“Our expenses are going to be even heavier this 
year,” she announced. “There is so much enter- 
taining to do nowadays.” 

When she first came to England Jasmine might 
have commented at this point on the fact that 
Lettice weuld be thirty next birthday and that 
Pamela was well in sight of being twenty-nine. 
But two compiete years in Harley Street had 
taken away her desire to score visibly, and she 
was content nowadays with a faint smile to herself. 





vw 
tat 


Jasmine did not bother to argue the point further 

Lhe loss of the ten pounds meant that Jasmine 
would not be able to have a new evening frock 
that winter. She was not yet sufficiently dulled 
by Harley Street not to feel disappointment at 
this. It has to be a very beautiful evening frock 
which does not look dowdy after being worn 
twice a week throughout the year, and the better 
of Jasmine’s two evening frocks was nothing more 
than pretty and simple on the evening she put it 
on the first time. 

“Another long miserable year,” she thought 
“Nothing new till the twenty-fifth of March. All 
this quarter’s allowance has gene in Christmas 
presents.” 

Jasmine’s most conspicuous present that year 
was a sunshade that Aunt May had bought at the 
July sales. 

“As if one wanted a 
Jasmine said to herself. 


sunshade in England,’ 


HE new year opened with such a blaze ol 
entertaining that even Hargreaves, who was 
much more reticent 
than Hopkins, allowed 





men cannot escape 
lisenchantment, how- 
ever charming she 
may be at leisure. 


The fumes of the tea- 
pot, the steam from 
the kettle, the wrink- 
les provoked by her 
attempt to remember 
who said he did and 
who said he did not 
take sugar, all these 
combine to ravage the 
sweetest face. 

As for the dinner 
parties, although they 
belonged to another 
order of dinner par- 
ties compared with 
those given when Let- 
tice and Pamela were 
away, there always 
seemed to be one per- 
son at least for whose 
presence at a dinner 
party, nay more, for 
whose very existence 
in the world, no ex- 
cuse could be found. 
This person invariably 
took in Jasmine. 


O doubt her rela- 

tives individually 
never intended to be 
positively unkind. 
Whatever unkindness 
came to the surface 
was inherent in her 
position as a poor 
relation. Besides, 
nowadays she seldom 
offered any occasion 
for people to be un- 
kind to her. She 
sometimes would ask 
herself with a show 
of indignation how 
she had allowed her- 
self to surrender to 
this extent; but she 
had to admit that 
from the moment she 
entered Strathspey 
House she had fore- 
seen the possibility of 
such a life’s being in 
store for herself, and 
looking back at her 
behavior during the 
first eighteen months 
of her stay, she could 
not see that at any 
point she had made 
a really determined 
stand against this 








herself to observe to 
Jasmine that it really 
seemed as if her lady- 
ship was determined 
to tind husbands for 
Miss Lettice and Miss 
Pamela at last. The 
atmosphere of the 
house was charged 
with that kind of ac- 
cumulated energy 
which is the external 
characteristic of all 
great charitable ef- 
forts. If Lettice had 
been a new church 
tower that had to be 
paid for and if 
Pamela had been a 
new wing for a hos- 
pital, it would have 
been impossible to 
promote a fiercer in- 
tensity of desire to 
accomplish something 
at all costs, no mat- 
ter what or how. 
January twinkled 
like a Christmas tree 
with minor festivals; 
but on February four- 
teenth—the date was 
appropriate, although 
it was not chosen 
deliberately Lady 
Grant was to give a 
large dance in the 
Empress Rooms. 

“And if it’s success- 
ful,” she told Jasmine, 
“I dare say I shall 
give another dance in 
May.” 

Jasmine 
from saying, 
unsuccesstul, you 
mean,” and merely in- 
dulged in one of those 
irritating little smiles. 

“Oh, and by the 
way,” her aunt added. 
“did you see that 
your old friend Harry 
Vibart has succeeded 
to the title?” 


refrained 
“If it’s 


SHE looked at her 
niece keenly when 
she made this an- 
nouncement, but Jas- 
mine was determined 
not to give her the 
gratification of a self- 
conscious blush. Nor 








kind of life. To be 
sure, she had had a 
lew quarrels and argu- 
ments; she had de- 
livered a few retorts. But what ineffective self- 
assertion it had all been! She had had at any 
rate one opportunity of striking out for herself 
during Uncle Matthew's illness; and what a 
muddle she had made of it, because she had been 
too proud to force herself upon Uncle Matthew; 
and with a ignity that was in reality 
nothing but she had given way to his 
unwillingness ss an obligation. 


ND anoth 

ters for 
down-stairs 1 
up-stairs to 


ssed; a year of writing let- 
in the morning, of going 


»%k about this, and of going 
Hargreaves 


about that, of 





“T'll look after you,” said Uncle Matthew 


“What are you laughing at?” her aunt asked. 
“It is one of the few rather irritating little tricks 
you still have, that habit of smiling to yourself 
suddenly when I am talking to you. Some peo- 
ple would think you were laughing at me.” 

“Oh no, Aunt May,” Jasmine protested. 


“No, of course I know you are aot laughing 
at me,” her aunt allowed. “But I think it’s a 
habit you should try to cure yourself of. It’s 


apt to make you seem a little vapid sometimes.” 
“Yes, I often feel rather vapid,” Jasmine ad- 
mitted. 
“Then all the more reason why you should not 
let other people notice it,” said her aunt; and 


“What time do you take 





was it very difficult 
inpalipcee 2” to appear indifferent 
to the news, because, 
as she assured herself, 
Vibart, by his readiness to acquiesce in 
her decree of banishment and by his complete 
silence for over two and a half years, was no 
longer of any emotional importance. At the same 
time, no girl who had been compelled to spend 
such an empty or rather such a drearily full two 
years as she had just spent could have helped 
letting her mind wander back for a moment, could 
have helped wondering whether, if she had _ be- 
haved differently, everything might not have been 
different. 
“Of course, one does not want to say too much,” 
said Lady Grant, “but one cannot help remem- 
bering what great friends (Continued on page 86) 


your 


Harry 





HARPER’S BAZAR 














MRS. BIDDLE DUKE 


Mrs. Duke is the only daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Anthony J. Drexel 
Biddle of Philadelphia, and has therefore very wide connections 
with Quaker City society. Of recent years Mrs. Duke’s interests 
have been centered in New York, where she usually spends the 
winter season. Mr. Anthony Drexel Biddle, Jr., is her brother. 
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The boy 





LGA CRAWFORD 
fiercely divorced herself 
from all expression as she 
maltreated her violin at 
the Symphony Moving Pic- 
ture Theatre. In its ave- 

rage moments of vivacity her face was 
a dissembling friar who brightly listened 
to her sensual lips, but as she played, 
her face became an emptiness profaned 
by the wail of her instrument. On the 
screen above her men and women fran- 
tically guarded their hallucination of life, 
and a decrepit plot vaguely imitated love 
and bravery. Rows of faces stolidly 
massacred the gloom of the theatre and 
stood like a regiment waiting, with- 
out thought, for some command. But 
when one looked closer three expres- 
sions broke from the stolidity, as three 
major harmonies might charm the mind 
of a composer. The first was a somno- the 


his 


By 


Maxwell Bodenheim does strange things with words 
a theme as a flat, neutral-colored canvas upon which he flings 
words in high-keyed vibrating colors. As the 


achieves his 
juxtaposition of words. 
remarkable analysis of impressions and emotions felt through it 
abnormal, 


wisted his way through Massenet’s Elegy, defending each sliding note with his arms and head. 


MU 


MAXWELL 


SIC 


Tllu Muriel 


trated | 


painter uses broken color in juxtaposition and depends upon 
the effect of the atmosphere between the beholder and the 
canvas to produce his final impression, Maxwell Bodenheim 
color and high emotional quality 


brilliant 
“Music” 


taut-strung nervous system of an 


BODENHEIM 


He 


uses 


modern 


is not a “story”; it is a 


artist; a 





poser, the moment is appropriate for an 
attack upon her obscurity. Her music 
was the compact Sunday of her life. 
There she deserted the trite miserliness 
of narratives and definite concepts and 
designed a spacious holiday. Her notes 
loafed and romped into inquisitive pat 
terns and were only intent upon shift 
ing their positions. Thought and emo- 
tion presided over the experimental 
revels of their servants, but issued no 
narrow commands and became broadly 
festive guidances. In her music the 
rules of harmony were neither neglected 
nor worshiped. When they felt an im- 
mense friendliness for the romping of 
her notes, they made a natural back- 
ground: otherwise, they did not intrude 
by Her music did not strive to sugges 

er music did not strive to suggest or 
interpret concepts and pictures, nor did 
salaam to emotions. All three were 
seconds rising and dying as her sounds 


lent elation—the mien of a hungry per- : as changed their places. The first few 
: oe : ealeidoscopic, emoti ak »f words dll of futility i wa : 

me Gale eter eee coeie ts he kaleidoscopic, emotional rush of words full 9; fut lity, of notes of each composition were re- 

almost too tired to eat. Shop-girls, despair, and of the tragedy that attends the artist blunted peated above as the title, not because 

with pertly robbed faces, became vic- by the thousand sordid stupidities of a daily life of poverty. they dominated the piece, but merely 


tims of this expression, although an 
occasional man with lips like deter- 
mined fiascoes also attained it. The sec- 


ond was a tightly laced impatience—the enmity of 
one whose feelings have been openly censored. 
Fat women with flabbily throttled faces and glis- 
tening men with bodies like bulky scandals re- 
ceived this expression. The third was a seraphic 
stupor—the demeanor of one whose formless de- 
lights have benignly exiled thought. 


O Olga these people gathered into a blanched 

duplicate of life—a remote comedy that made 
the monotone of her evening self-conscious. If 
they had excoriated her she could have forgotten 
them, but their weighty indifference raped her at- 
tention. The dryly sinuous smell of their clothes 
pelted her like a sandstorm: the little, desperate 
perfumes they used scarcely survived. Their eyes 


were scores of tinily inviting bull’s-eyes never 
reachec } rried arrows. 
She fir playing; the people shuffled 


out like 
pianist, < 
browns a 

* "Not 
voice cor 


Joe.” 


ogetic delusion. Ferenz, the 
toreador of a man, gave his 
a ponderous recreation. 

pessed,” he said in a_ thick 
pity. “Hand over them sheets, 





Joe, fat as a gourmand’s reverie, handed him 
the sheets. The features on Joe’s face were as 
ibject as crumbs on a shallow plate. The Sym- 
phony Theatre orchestra flaunted its yawning 
moroseness a little while longer and filed through 
a low exit. 

Olga reached her room and summoned the 
meaningless stare of an electric light. Upon her 
short body plumpness and slenderness bargained 
with each other, and the result was a suave arbi- 
tration. Her dark green skirt and white waist 
made a subdued affirmation: their colored lines 
did not emphasize the lurking essences of her 
body. Surrounded by black disturbances of hair, 
the sardonic parts of her face were molested by 
sentimental inconsistencies. Her nose was a sali- 
ent inquisition, but her full mouth had a negroid 
flash; her chin was coldly bellicose, but her cheeks 
were softly turned. Beneath her moderate brow 
her blue and white eyes were related to glaciers 

She sat at an upright piano and trifled with the 
keys, almost inaudibly. It was midnight and an 
acrimonious man in the next room often remon- 
strated with the wall when her piano conversed 
too impulsively. Since she was an unknown com- 


as a means of identification. 
In her wanly nondescript room which 
she did not own, from midnight to 
dawn, this woman whose face was a bewilderment 
of contrasts, sat furnishing the momentum for a 
reveling deluge of music. But an evening decided 
to interrupt this performance. 

Olga stood in the shop of a neighborhood cob- 
bler. He was a frayed apologia, with a scant 
distraction of gray hair and a dustily crushed face 

“When you play violin in theatre, I have 
heard,” he said. “Maybe you would like to hear 
my boy. He is only eleven but he play almost so 
good as you. Maybe you will tell him how he 
can play better.” 


OLGA followed him to the rear of his 

shop, with a surface purchase of pity. 
He trotted out his son, a comedy in light browns 
relieved by the smothered fixity of gray eyes. 
With whining precision the boy twisted his way 
through Massenet’s Elegy, defending each sliding 
note with his arms and his head. The syrupy 
embrace of the world stirred upon his acceptant 
face: the whites of his eyes hovered against Olga’s 
face, like a writhing request. In the midst of his 
playing she turned and fled, terror-stricken. down 
the strect. 
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The advantage of a short wheel-base makes this special, 
custom built town car, on the Packard Single-Six chas- 
sis, particularly adapted for a woman’s use. It seats 
three people comfortably on the rear seat besides hav- 
ing a folding seat, and is fitted with special appointments. 


ile 








THE SEASON’S AUTOMOBILE 























SHOWS INTRODUCE NEW LINES 
AND MANY INNOVATIONS 


As the chauffeur’s livery constitutes an important feature in the 
correct appointments of a car, it should not only be of a suitable 
cut and material, but express a certain individuality combined 
with smartness, as in the winter livery shown above. This double- 
breasted overcoat, of a practical length, may have Persian lamb, 
mink, muskrat, seal or beaver collar and cuffs, with a round cap 
to match, and be made of melton or kersey. Bowe & Seligman 


In the Pierce-Arrow sedan models 
and vestibule sedans in which the 
doors may be locked from the oute 
side or inside, the convenient placing 
of the door catch, as shown above, 
contrasts favorably with the usual 
inaccessible position of door levers. 








. 
In this metal Aervoid retainer three com- This silk-lined lizard or pin seal motor In this over-night bag, 914” x 14”, the 
partments are provided for a hot or case, 454” x 7”, with a carrying loop, folding tray, equipped with silver-mount- 
cold luncheon, which remains at the cigaret pocket, pad, pencil, et cetera, is ed toilet articles, can be removed and 
same temperature as when put into intended to replace the usual motor van- used as a separate case, leaving the bag 


the containers. Abercrombie & Fitch. itv case. lack, Starr & Frost. for general use. Black, Starr & Frost. 
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The new cobbler seats, eee . 
shown in this Brooks- 

Ostruk body, which de- Af 

rive their name from the 

indented seat of the shoe- JA 

maker, were among the \ | 

innovations of the Au- \ 
tomobile Salon. Air- ‘| 

filled down cushions t —— rey 

contribute to the comfort r " — _— 
of long distance riding. ! aif 
































The new Mercedes model 
is represented this year 














in their short wheel-base 
town car. The one illus- sf 
trated below was shown 
at the Salon, with a ma- 
roon-colored Locke ca- 
briolet body, and tan 
broadcloth upholstery. It 
is particularly well adapt- 
ed to a woman’s city use. 





























A pleasing treatment for a car 
interior, by Locke & Co., is 
shown in the body illustrated 
above. Here, a striped tan 
cloth, which has been used as 
upholstery for the seats, back, 
detached cushion, the two 
drop-seats, and the side cover 
ing below the window lines, 
is combined with an upper 
and overhead use of plain tan 
broadcloth. The window trim 
is of mahogany, also the sil- 
ver-rimmed vanity and smok- 
ing cases. The door-pulls and 
levers are of tortoise shell. 









































For the woman who drives herself, the low-hung Wills to show road clearance, offers a desirable model. A fur 
Sainte Claire roadster, with its roomy driver’s seat, two- coat, like this of leopard and red fox with toque to match, 
passenger folding rumble seat, and courtesy side light, is indispensable for winter driving. H. Jaeckel & Sons. 
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It had seemed to be a sneeze, but as I had been lying there all night it couldn’t have come from the other side of the haystack. 
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THE VERY SHINY GIRL 


T was as pleasant a haystack as ever 

I slept under, skilfully piled to shed 

the rain, sweet with clover, and big 

enough to provide long shadows in 

the early summer dawn. I lay be- 

neath it, on a morning drenched 
with sun, improvising, in a foolish way 
I have, all sorts of little tunes. I might 
have lolled there until noonday, having 
nothing to do but catch my breakfast in 
the brook that ran demurely across that 
French meadow and darted like a wild 
thing into the rocks and baby ravines 
of an adjacent wood, had I not sud- 
denly heard a sound which I at once 
knew I could not have heard. I knew I 
could not have heard it because in this 
broad meadow there was no hiding-place 
large enough even for a dog, and this was a very 
human sound I had seemed to hear. Indeed, I 
could almost have named its sex. It had seemed 
to be a sneeze—a delicate, feminine sneeze, quickly 
smothered. There was only one place it could 
have come from—and it couldn't have come from 
there; and that was the other side of the haystack 
It is quite obvious, isn’t it, that, as I had been 
lying there all night and awake since the red break 
of day, it couldn't have come from the other side 
of the haystack? So I rolled over to inspect my 
tackle, shook out my coat that had served as a 
pillow, gathered up knapsack and basket, and 
started off to the brook to bathe. 

And so I came to the other side of the hay- 
stack. 

And there sat a lady—an astounding person to 
find on the other side of a haystack at seven 
o'clock in the morning. She was dressed in a fault- 
less blue serge dress, so simple that one marvels 
that there can be so much difference between one 
and another, and so much distinction in each; a 
crisp, white frill; and a little, impertinent hat, 
tipped immoderately over her eyes. 





O there I stood, opening and closing my mouth 

as one senseless question after another rushed 
to my lips and died of sheer inadequacy. One that 
desperately occurred to me was, “Pardon me, but 
do you live on this side of the haystack?” And 
finally I think I would have broken out with, 
“My dear young lady, wherever did you spend 
he night?” had she herself, after a hasty survey 
of my person, which seemed to dwindle rapidly 
beneath her glance, not said rather crossly, “You 
might have gotten up a little earlier.” 

I realized in that moment what an extraordi- 
narily sensible person this was. The only thing to 
do with a perfectly preposterous situation is to 
leap lightly over it and continue life at a point 


extraordinary character. 





By MARIE BEYNON RAY 


Illustrated by Etienne Drian 


Marie Beynon Ray’s crisp and unusual use of 
words gives her brightly contrasted plot ideas an 


gaiety makes Mrs. Ray’s stories particularly suit- 
able for Harper’s Bazar. 
sonably confident that, if vou will read the first 
three paragraphs of “The Very Shiny Girl’, you 
will read the following 


safely beyond. So when this young lady, sitting 
immaculately beside a haystack, forty miles from 
anywhere, somewhat irritably reprimanded me, as 
if for habitual lateness to breakfast, I immediately 
forgot the preposterousness of the situation—even 
felt slightly resentful; for how was I to know she 
had been sitting there, perhaps for hours, waiting 
for me to clear out? 

“You might have coughed or something,” I said, 
not without a shade of her own asperity. 

“T sneezed,” she said with dignity. 

“But you smothered it,” I retorted. 

“Besides, how was I to know whether you were 
the kind of person I would want to meet? 
Sleeping out under a haystack!” 

“I'm taking the same risk myself,’ I replied. 
“And anyway, a meeting was inevitable.” 

“Not if you had gone the way you came.” She 
pointed out toward the road. 

“But my bath is over there.” 
brook. 

“You might not have been the sort of person 
who plunges shouting into the brook every morn- 
ing. One can’t always tell about people who sleep 
out in the fields all night.” 

There was an invidious touch of scorn in this 
repeated phrase that I felt I had every right to 
resent. 

“I didn’t hear your car when it drove up this 
morning,” I said sweetly. “I suppose I must have 
dozed off for a minute.” 

She flashed up at me from her buttoning of her 
glove, and at once she ceased to be a lady of 
fashion and became the shiniest girl I have ever 
seen. She had the shiniest eyes and the shiniest 
hair and the shiniest smile with the thirty-two 
shiniest teeth—well, it’s just a literal statement 
of the fact to say that wherever a sunbeam 
touched her it glanced off in splintered rays as 
though it had struck burnished metal. She just sat 


I pointed to the 


This quality of light 


All in all, we feel rea- 


wo hundred and seven. 


glittered. 
you didn’t hear me ar- 
“IT was here first. I 
last night—very 


there in the and 

“Of course 
rive,” she laughed. 
heard you come in 
noisily and smokily.” 

“I’ve been making a confounded nui- 
sance of myself, haven't I?” I remem- 
bered with horror the asinine things I'd 
been squawking. 

“It was mean of me not to let you 
know I was here. But, you see—well, 
I was a little bit afraid—and there was 
just a chance of escaping without meet- 
ing you.” 

“T can’t tell you how relieved I am 
to hear you speak English. It might 
have been French, you know. And 
while I'm an excellent French audience, 
quiet and attentive, I don’t flirt well in that lan- 
guage.” 

“It's the oniy language I flirt in,” she said con- 
clusively. 

“Well, now that we're such very good friends,” 
I proceeded, “why don’t we confess how we came 
here? I’m on a three days’ fishing trip. I was 
being pursued by a Frenchwoman of a certain age 

that age at which most women’s hair turns gray 
but a Frenchwoman’s turns red—and so I ran 
away. But I'm afraid she’s vindictive and I'm a 
little nervous about going back. However, she 
may have forgotten me in three days.” 

“Tmpossible !” 

“There’s no accounting for 
argued.” 

“Of course, you’re not handsome,” she admitted 
grudgingly. “But you have a smile.” 

“I do smile occasionally—a wry, cynical, bitter 
sort of smile.” 

“You needn’t pretend you don’t know what an 
engaging smile it is.’ She circled an incriminat- 
ing finger at me. “A mere man has no right to a 
smile like that. I could use it very nicely myself. 
You probably inherited it from some court favor- 
ite who was plain but who knew how to smile 
herself into the queen’s place.” 

“Would you mind describing my smile for me? 
Any mention of myself, whether it calls for grati- 
tude or swords, is always pleasant to me.” ‘, 

“Not now,” she answered. “You're too pully 
already. But now, don’t you think we should be 
starting home?” 

“Home ?” 

“I believe we’re stopping at the same hotel— 
the Grand Hotel des Alpes at Territet.” 


grass 





some women,” I 


ND now, once more, the situation threatened to 
become preposterous. - 
“But then—when—why—how did you get here? 
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“You look very good and sweet,” I said, “but you are the sort of woman who throws men’s hearts to her dog.” 


“It would take an earthquake, wouldn’t it?” 
“There just is nothing to account for it,” I said 
slowly. “You probably grew here overnight.” 
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I cried. 

so rudely,” she said. “We 
Baroness egging Leroy on, as 
We were going about seventy 
yn suddenly Leroy jerked for- 
el and we shot off into a field, 


half the hood buried in soft, ploughed earth—a 
front axle broken, the nearest village six miles 
away. Leroy has a nasty shell wound in his 
side, so we wouldn’t let him go alone. We all 
started off together. It was hard on the dear old 
Baroness a 

“But where is she now?” I cried. 

“Well, the old dear just gave out. She sank on 
a rock and wilted. Leroy insisted on going on 
alone and we two waited by the roadside. He 
didn’t come back. I suppose he never reached the 


village and couldn’t walk back to where we waited.” 

“And so?” 

“And so,” she said, as though to continue, then 
inconsequentially changed her mind and remarked 
instead, “I think I'll take off my hat; it’s tight. 
Tell me,’ she went on as she removed the pins, 
“where did you intend to have breakfast? Be- 
cause, if you have no other engagement, why don’t 
we breakfast together?” 

“Just a little way along the brook, in the woods,” 
I answered. “Brook (Continued on page 106) 
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NOURMAHAL, VINCENT ASTOR’S MOTOR CRUISING YA 


RETURNS FROM SOUTHERN WATERS 








terooms of the Nourmahal, one of which is shown 

















A noticeable feature of the aft deck is the broad built-in end seat. 
This is cushioned and upholstered in a heavy blue basket-weave fabric, 
which repeats the blue of the awning linings and cushions of the 
deck chairs. This seat, measuring seven feet across the center, pro- 
vides a comfortable place to lounge on sunny days while at the other 
end of this deck a sheitered alcove, with two large windows at one 
side, affords a_ protected lounging place in stormy weather. 
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At the forward end of the deck-house is situated the spacious 





CHT, 


above attractively hung in chintz, have all the convenient ap- Georgian dining-room. Here the paneled walls, painted in egg- 
f the usual house bedroom. Each one is of ade- hell white, form a background for sea-foam green linen dra- 
permit the use of the customary furniture, such as peries. Mahogany furniture, reproduced from old models, has 
han berths, and to afford abundant light and air. been adapted to meet the requirements of the yacht. 





Drawings by 
Ralph Barton 
from photographs 
by Edwin Levick 
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The Nourmakal, the largest full- 
powered Diesel-engined yacht ever 
built in this country, is one of the 
most successfully designed of the high- 
speed cruising craft. The intercom- 
municable rooms, opening upon hall- 
ways rather than upon the open 
deck, are an unusual feature. 


The lounge, with its walnut paneled 
walls, broad windows and gaily fig- 
ured slip covers and hangings, in 
which deep blue is the dominant 
note, has as its center of interest at 
one end a painted Chart of Home 
Waters, and at the other end a real 
fireplace with an old English grate. 












By 


THE RUSTLE OF SILK 


COSMO HAMILTON 





Illustrated by George Wright 
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BRIEF résumé of 
parts I to IV 
There was 
something 
about Lola 
Breezy that 
drew to her the eyes of 
all men, brought light to 


their eyes, quickened 
them with longing and 
desire. Yet for Lola 
there was always but 


one man 
The one was the Hon- 


orable Arthur Napier 
Fallaray, Home _ Secre- 
tary of England, a man 
utterly devoted to his 


country and, indeed, the 
man to whom all Eng- 
land looked to lead her 
through the incredible 
weedy growth of her 
after-the-war problems. 

Fallaray is already 
married. His wife, Lady 
Feo, daughter of a down- 
at-the-heels marquis, is 
the leader of a fashion- 
able set whose sole pur- 
pose in life is to seek new 


diversion and sensation 

But, although  Fall- 
aray is married, Lola 
plans to win his love 


For she has inherited re- 
bellious instincts from a 
great-grandmother, a 
certain Madame de Brézé 
who was the most fa- 
mous demi-mondaine of 
her day and age. 

Lola’s own parents are 
commonplace enough 
Her father is a watch- 
maker with a small shop 
in Queen’s Road, Bays- 
water. 

It is in her pursuit of 





aray permitted himself 
to be run and worked 
and milked and used by 
his so-called wife and her 
family, by the Govern- 
ment, by all sorts of so- 
cieties and even by him- 
self, a huge impatience 
swept over him and he 
wanted to cry out “Fal. 


laray, for God's sake 
kick somebody. Don't 
be so damned fair. Give 


a little consideration to 
yourself. Don’t always 
look at everything from 
everybody else’s point of 
view. Be selfish for a 
change.” And yet, all 
the while, different as he 
was from Fallaray in 
nature and character— 
with that strong streak 
of ruthlessness which 
permitted him to climb 
over the bodies of his 
opponents—Lytham 
loved Fallaray and would 
willingly have blacked 
his boots. There were 
moments when, looking 
into the eyes of his 
friend, he saw _ behind 
them a spirit as pure, as 
unselfish and as merciful 
as that of Christ, and he 
stood back, almost in 
awe. It was all the more 
galling, therefore, to see 
his friend hipped and 
hedged-in by the rotten 
tricks of his party, by 
the quick. shifting 
changes of his chief and 
by the heavy blundering 
of the other old bad men. 
How could he stand it? 
Why didn’t he give it all 
up, get out, try and find 
a corner of the earth 











Fallaray that Lola se- 
cures a position in the 
Fallaray household where 
her aunt is housekeeper. 
In fact, Lola becomes 
laray’s wife. 

It is because of Fallaray that she ignores Ernest 
Treadwell, her most youthful admirer; because 
of Fallaray that she refuses Albert Simpkins, valet 
in the Fallaray house; again because of Fall- 
aray that she is not stirred by the attentions 
of Sir Peter Chalfont. Yet Sir Peter is so gallant. 

Eventful was the night on which she first met 
Chalfont. In borrowed finery she went to the 
Savoy because she had heard that Fallaray was to 
dine there. Repenting her mad impulse, standing 
there, alone and forlorn in the lobby of the 
Savoy, Sir Peter had come up and introduced 
himself. He and Lola had dinner together. He 
had introduced her to Fallaray. Just for a 
moment, then she had felt her hand within Fal- 
laray’s; just for a moment their eyes had met.... 

Later, Sir Peter had taken her to Lady Cheyne’s 
London house, where Lola had learned that Lady 
Cheyne’s country place was next to the Fallaray 
place. 

Lola had escaped from Chalfont that night by 
leaving the house unexpectedly But, later, she 
met him again. In fact, she has just parted from 
him with the understanding that she is to meet 
him that night for dinner. 


personal maid to Fal- 


ParT V 


ALLARAY had been lunching with George 

Lytham at his rooms in the Albany. There 

had been half a dozen of the men who backed 
Reconstruction to meet him. From one o'clock 
untit three every one of the numerous troubles 
which affected England had been discussed and 
argued about—disarmament, unemployment, the 
triple alliance, Mesopotamia, Indian unrest, the 
inevitable Ireland, the German chicane and the 
hot-tempered attitude of France in the matter of 
Ruhr, and, as though with an impish desire to 
invent new troubles, George Lytham had brought 





Lola sprang to her feet, caught in the act of using her mistress’s make-up. 


up the subject of Bolshevism in the universities. 
Every one of the men present had, of course, his 
own pet solution to these questions, and, as usual, 
argument had run about like a terrier out for a 
walk—backwards and forwards and in circles. 

Finally, with his head in a whirl, Fallaray had 
broken up the party to go along to the House. 
He was down to answer questions from the 
critics of the Government, and, according to cus- 
tom, to dodge the truth as far as he could. He 
walked out into Piccadilly with his host and to- 
gether these two tall men, who were giving them- 
selves up to an apparently abortive attempt to 
put together again the peace of the world—de- 
liberately and ruthlessly smashed by the country 
which now whined and squealed and cried out 
excuses while it hid money and machine guns in 
secret places—made for Westminster arm in arm. 


Ki HERE'S your car?” asked young Loch- 
invar. 

“T gave it up,” said Fallaray. “The sight of our 
unemployed going about in processions made the 
keeping of a car grotesque. I’ve tried to cut down 
in every other way, too. If I were a bachelor I 
would let the house in Dover Street, go and live 
in two rooms and give the money I thus saved to 


the fund for out-of-work soldiers. I can’t do 
that. There’s Feo.” 
Lytham nodded and said to himself, “Yes, 


there’s Feo and her old scamp of a father and 
Gilbert Jermyn—with nothing back from any of 
them, not even gratitude.” If he had stood in 
Fallaray’s shoes he would long since have brought 
an action for divorce against that woman and 
gone in quest of a girl who understood the rudi- 
mentary rules of sportsmanship and the art of 
give and take. He held in utter contempt the 
old adage that having made your bed it is necessary 
to lie upon-it. What bosh that was! Wasn’t the 
town full of beds of every size and price? Some- 
times when he thought of the way in which Fall- 





where people didn’t quar- 
rel and cheat, and fall in 
love. He needed, no man 
more so, the rustle of silk. Fallaray was on his 
own chain of thought. 

“Hookwood’s line about the Irish leaders,” he 
said, suddenly, “if based on any truth, makes 
negotiations with them futile. They have got a 
great deal of money in their possession. We know 
that. But if, as Hookwood says, the Irish Repub- 
lican leaders are afraid of an inquiry as to how 
they have spent or misspent these funds, it stands 
to reason that they will continue to fight tooth 
and nail for something which they know they can 
never get. It’s the only way in which they can 
maintain a barrier between themselves and dis- 
grace, and that brings us back to the beginning. 
Robert Cecil, Lord Derby, Horace Plunkett, 
Philip Gibbs and all the best of us may just as 
well toss up the sponge. Don’t you think so, 
Lytham ?” 

“Oh God,” said Lytham, “I’m sick of the Irish. 
The mere mention of the name gives me jaundice. 
A rabble of ego-maniacs led by a set of crooks 
and gunmen who are no longer blessed by the 
Roman Catholic Church.” 


FTER which, as this was certainly a conversa- 
tion stop, there was silence. They walked 
down St. James’ Street into the Mall, through 
the Horse Guards’ Parade to Parliament Street 
and so to the courtyard of the House of Com- 
mons. The undercurrent of excitement and activ- 
ity brought about by the strike was noticeable 
everywhere. Military lorries carrying men and 
kits moved about. St. George’s Barracks was 
alive with recruits and old soldiers going back. In 
and out of the Horse Guards ex-officers in mufti 
came and went. The girls who had served in the 
W. A. A. C’s streamed back again to enroll, and 
through it all, sarcastic emblems of a peace that 
did not exist, sat the two figures on horseback in 
their plumes and brass. : 
“London enjoying itself,” said Fallaray, ironi- 
cally. “There is the taste of blood in the mouths 
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of all our people. Fighting has become a habit, 
almost a hobby.” 

And young Lochinvar nodded. Would he ever 
forget the similar scenes that had taken place 
away back in that August of °14? 

“I'm tired,” said Fallaray, with a groan. “I’m 
dog tired. If Feo were not at Chilton Park this 
week-end I would escape after question time and 
go down and lie on the earth and sleep.... Well, 

,s0od-by, my dear lad. Don’t be impatient with 
me. Bring out your numbers of Reconstruction, 
hit hard and truly from the shoulder and see 
what you can do, you young hot heads. As for 
me? 


‘T HEY stood on the edge of the courtyard with 

all its indifferent pigeons struggling for a living, 
oblivious to the intricacies, secrecies and colossal 
egotisms of the men who passed into the House. 
But before they separated something happened 
which made both their hearts beat faster. 

A tall, primly dressed, elderly man, who had 
apparently been waiting, sprang forward, a glint 
of great anger in his eyes and two spots of color 
on his pale cheeks. He said, “Mr. Fallaray, a 
word with you, sir.” 

And Fallaray turned with his usual courtesy 
and consideration, “What can I do?” he asked. 


“Tl tell you can do. You can stop 
showing sy or the Irish murderers and 
assassins, stop pussyfooting. You can 
withdraw remarks about reprisals. 
That’s what do. And if you're interested, 


I'll tell you 
blood seeme 


y so.” His voice shook and 
use his pale cheeks. 


Although Feo could hardly believe her eves, the incident opened up the widest range of incredulity. 


“My own son went all through the war from 
the beginning to the end. He joined as a Tommy 
because, as an insignificant doctor, I had no pull. 
He was promoted to a commission for gallantry 
and decorated with the M. C. for distinguished 
work in the field. He was wounded three times— 
once so severely that his life was given up, but 
he returned to his regiment and finally marched 
with it into Germany. He was almost the last 
officer to be demobbed. After which, failing to 
get employment because patriots are not required 
in the city, he volunteered for the Black and Tans. 
Last Friday afternoon, in the course of carrying 
out orders, he was set upon in the streets of 
Cork by a dozen men in masks, foully murdered 
and hideously desecrated. My God, Mr. Fallaray, 
do you wonder that my blood boils when I hear 
of your weak-kneed treatment of these dirty 
dogs ?” 

He cleared his throat and laid a trembling hand 
on Fallaray’s arm. “The patience of England is 
almost at an end, sir. If the reasonable way of 
settling the Irish question is refused very much 
longer there is another and an admirable way— 
and that is to undermine that blasted Island with 
T. N. T. and blow it sky high. That’s all I’ve 
got to say.”’ And he stood for a moment shaking, 
his refined face distorted, his gentle unathletic 
figure quivering with rage and indignation. Then 
he turned on his heel and went away, walking 
like a drunkard. 

Fallaray and George Lytham looked at each 
other and both of them made the same gesture of 
impotence. 

It was a difficult world. 





fALLARAY'S position in the Cabinet was a 

peculiar one. It was rather like that of a dis- 
concerting child in the house of orthodox church 
people who insisted on asking direct and _ perti- 
nent questions on the Bible story, especially after 
having read Wells’ first volume of the “Outline 
of History.” How did Adam and Eve get into 
Eden? If God never sleeps, isn’t he very cross 
in the morning? And so on. 

All through the war Fallaray had been a thorn 
in the side of his chief. His honesty and his con- 
tinual “whys” were a source of irritation and 
sometimes of anger. He had no patience what- 
ever with shiftiness, intrigue and favoritism, the 
appointment of mere duffers to positions of high 
responsibility. He made no bones whatever about 
expressing his opinion as to the frivolity that pre- 
vailed in certain quarters, together with the 
habit of dodging every grave issue. On the ques- 
tion of the League of Nations, too, he was in 
close accord with Lord Robert Cecil, and often 
made drastic criticisms of the frequent somer- 
saults of his chief. His definite stand on the 
Irish question was extremely annoying to the 
brass-hat brigade and to the master-flounderer 
and weathercock, who showed himself more and 
more to be a mixture of Billy Sunday and Mark 
Antony, crying out that black was white at one 
end of the town and ten minutes later that white 
was black at the other end. And yet, when it 
came to results, Fallaray might almost as well 
have been on the town council of Lower Muddle- 
ton as in the Cabinet of the British Government. 
Respected for his faithfulness to duty he was dis- 
liked for his honesty (Continued on page 94) 
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“The Wild Cat”, Spanish in 
atmosphere and tragic in con- 
tent, has flashes of spectacular 
beauty and one or two pic- 
luresque dances. It is not, 
unfortunately, a second “Land 
of Jov” and so fails to live up 
to Nex York's expectations 
‘The music has little that is 
Spanish but much that is Ital- 
ian, and Dorothy South sings 
her share of it enchantingly and 


with an impassioned ecstasy. 
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PAULINE LORD 


There is a perfectly human di- 
versity of opinion among the 
critics as to “Anna Christie.” 
None, however, damn it with 
faint praise, but either score it 
whole-heartedly or praise it 
unqualifiedly. For Pauline 
Lord as Anna, the bedraggled 
heroine, even our most case- 
hardened critics speak only 
praise. The réle of Anna is a 
dramatic one and Miss Lord 
plavs it with rare insight. 
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Maurice Goldberg 


“Willie, look . . . Mr. Forbes, do have a candy. Simply delicious. Sher- 
ry’s,” comes the piercing whisper of Dulcy across the lovely chords of 
Chopin’s Prelude. Her talented guest is at the piano and Dulcy, the irre- 
pressible fool, after hushing everybody to solemn silence, begins, oh so 
slowly and carefully, to undo the sibilant tissue wrappings of a box 
of candy, prolonging the agony to the last ear-splitting hiss. Lynn 
Fontanne as Dulcy shows us how it is that men can adore a simpleton. 








Lanvin thought of vouth and 
dark eyes and then made this 
hat of gold timbo straw,—dull 
gold that has the suggestion of 
old metal about it. She wreathed 
it with heroic-sized oak leaves of 
felt, in the same old gold color. 


(Left) Lanvin joined a crown 
of white timbo to an outrage- 
ously smart brim of dark blue 
Georgette crépe trimmed with 
white. (Right) Reboux placed 
blue and copper-colored quills 
on a copper-colored timbo hat. 








INTERESTING, 


wo little white birds perching 
in extraordinarily easy and bird- 
like attitudes on the brim of a 
white felt Alex hat are definite 
reasons for us to wonder 
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they are so undoubtedly smart 
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Models imported by 
JAY-THORPE 


the spring will send more, 
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Models from 
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The medium-sized black satin 
hat is one of the definitely smart 
things the designers cheer us with 
between seasons. This one has 

THE CLEVER MIDSEASON a plume of monkey fur and 
elyvcerined ostrich, a combination 
of softly glistening blackness. 


HAT SHOULD BE ABLE TO 


A hat that knows exactly what is 
required of a hat in midseason 
is a turban of black satin, neither 


REMIND ONE OF WINTER Soft felt and crépe de Chine, 
both of an unusual shade of 
brick-rose color, are combined 

too large, nor too small, draped AND SUGGEST SPRING \ T to wake this hat that suggests 

with a fine black lace veil, and winter and hints at spring, as the 
thrust through with a large dec- midseason hat should do. Purple 


orative pearl and cut steel | in, ONE AND THE SAME TIME flowers wreathe the crown. 











GOWNS 
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REFLECT THE 


THREE TYPES 
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There ) lanh 1 ) } mind when it come to a choice 
hetween the three fy pe ot thi eason’s evening costume At heart everv 
voman veari to be alluring, which explains the sinuous lines of Joseph's 
black satin gown with oddly scalloped skirt and draped corsage. The eye 

wieght h thre qower ” tlre houlde y md the long tasseled girdle 


For one ess sophisticated moments, 


M4 


hep rire o-called sim ple little 


frock will do, is a gown of blue chiffon threaded with silver and bordered 


vith rhinestone The Greek influence shows in the deep border of the 
kirt and in the band outlining the deeply oval décolietage. The girdle and 


its round motifs are. of course, of silver metal. Joseph made this costume. 


Here is the bouffant gown in one of its 


and blithesome, for there are exquisite 


many moods, a mood that is gay 


cerise roses scattered over its white 


tulle surface and a twisted girdle and huge rosette of cerise velvet encircling 


the trim waist-line The foundation of 


the costume is of snow-white satin 


and is. of yurse, slightly shorter then the heoped over-panels of the tulle 


HARPER’S 






FOR EVENING 















4/ We | aL. ' 
yo Ue 
/ 






, 




















At the Ritz 








for FEBRUARY 


BETWEEN-SEASON COSTUMES 





INSIST UPON BEING OF CREPE 














A 
—I 
SS 
> 
2 





At the Piccadilly 





Fe," 
| 


A 











Vionnet’s stand for simplicity is evident in a between-season gown of black 
crépe de Chine. The lack of ornament and trick drapery is characteristi 
of this dressmaker, whose one concession to any demand for decoration i 
the fagotting that stripes the frock from neck to hem. Unusual from a 


Vionnet point of view are the long sleeves falling from the arm slits. 


The always perplexing question of the between-season gown for informal 
dinners and that sort of thing, is happily answered by Lanvin in a straight, 
slim affair of stone gray crépe de Chine. Lace dyed to match is arranged 
in a full panel on one side and is used fer the wide bell sleeves. Pastel-col- 


ored flowers find the soft tones of the gray crépe a becoming background. 


Vionnet lengthens the sides of a gown of black crépe satin by dropping full 
panels from hip to foot. The sleeves are a variation of the Chinese man- 
darin sleeeve. The frock which turns its back upon us is of crépe de Chine 
ina buff tone. For this, Vionnet extends the plaits in the skirt upward on 
the bodice and introduces a novel lattice girdle of buff taffeta ribbon. 


We ANOS 


ee EVANS s 








7\ 

















\ 








Imported by 


G 













72 
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1 fragile Camille frock, ever so white and flower-slim, is of 
vhite chifion, with its long petal panels edged with shining 
¢ ilver and a silver girdle about its waist. Its leaning toward 
romance, with a hint of tragedy, is insisted upon by the garland of 
umellias that begins at the left shoulder and reaches the hem. 


thove right) All the shades of golden autumn are used 
in the chifion that makes this gown—a gown of glowing 
vitality in contrast to the pale romanticism of the gown 
opposite it. The wide sleeves are of copper lace; a gold 
cloth belt is caught with yellow and orange asters. 


Left 
vincing “third act” gown. They either take themselves a shade 


It is dificult for most designers to achieve a really con- 


too seriously or not quite seriously enough. This gray chiffon 
gown over gray charmeuse knows the exact dramatic value of 
bands of gray fox and of a mauve and not too bright silver girdle. 


The shimmer of silver and diamonds and crystals embroiders the 
\ bodice of a white tulle and chiffon gown, and diamonds prick the 
soft white chiffon of the skirt. From the waist-line, at the left 


a. ~~ 
\ hip, swings a garland of silver and white flowers that touches the 


= floor in a flexible line that answers every slim line in the gown. 

















THEN 

















for F EBRUARY 19°22 


ONL 




















Vy 












































Sable fur in wide bands brushes its dark warmth against a gown 
of beige and silver and outlines the bouffant panniers. The girdle 
is a wide sash of orchid and scarlet metal tissue, bound with jade 

all .very gorgeous and tropical and in spirit with the jade green 
head-band and the scarlet velvet cloak with a sable collar. 


Spanish temperament and a_ sensitive Latin nature have made 
this gown the success it is. The whole widely bouffant and very 
Velasquez skirt and the bodice, too, are of gold tissue, with great 
rosettes of copper lace burdening the skirt. The copper-colored 
motif is repeated by three topaz ornaments at the waist-line. 


Left “dn arrangement in black and silver’; but the black i 
the black of satin gleaming under matching lace and the silver 
s a wide sash that is tied in a huge bow on one hip so that 
it tips sideways a small hoop over which the lace skirt is made 
and then goes down the side of the gown and becomes a train. 


To-day one may be as quaint as an old portrait and as chic as 
Paris, all in one gown. It is the wearing of the gracious, full- 
cathered skirt like this one of black velvet, joined to a bodice 
f black jet-embroidered satin that gives one this portrait qual- 
y, this look of having stepped from a time-dimmed gilt frame. 
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DECORATIVE WRAPS THAT 


MAY GO SOUTH 


(Upper left) A decorative bit of costume for 
the South that has caught the tropical spirit is 
a both wide and long scarf of sea-green-blue 








woolen net, deeply fringed and ornamented 
with applied tropical flowers and remarkable 
birds in sparkling and vividly colored silk. 
The hat is made of the green wool net, faced 
peacock blue crépe; from Bruck Weiss. 


with | 


For the southern davs that are warm in some 
spots and a bit too cool in others, has been 
designed a soft loose wrap of black and white 
and gray wool edged with ciré ribbon. When 
this coat goes motoring it wears a black satin 
hat faced with finely plaited gray felt,—a 
soft little hat that pulls on over “bobbed” or 
carefully coiffed hair; from Bruck Weiss. 








Three-quarter length and gitted with a large 
rolled-back collar, a sports cape of burnt 
copper-colored tweed may swank about over 
golf clothes, or go motoring, or just be thrown 
over one’s arm in case the day grows cool, 
which it generally does in the much-referred- 
to tropical climates. It is a wrap one really 
needs for the southern climate; from Dobbs. 
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OR GO OUT TO DINE 


(Upper left) Earrings of coral buttons plucked 
from a mandarin’s hat. (Upper right) Ear- 
igs made of coral and kingfisher ornament 
mm a Manchu lady's head-dress; from Gid- 
ig. (Left circle) Spanish again, but this time 
comb is of copper-colored cut steel; Jo- 

h. (Right circle) A chain of amazonite and 
stal has earrings to match; from Gidding. 


veater at left) A “bateau” neck-line and a 
ly pattern of brown and blue in several 

tones distinguish that difficult-to-obtain 
1g, ad new sweater. (At right The 
nded neck-line of this little slip-on sweater 
its own knit collar, edged with a crocheted 
h; in gay colors. A fringed woolen ski- 
f is gaily banded. Models from Davegu. 


stal hat-pins, delicately carved for the all- 
k hat; from Herman Patrick Tappé 
s in hands: steel links interwoven with 
her; a leather belt with squares of metal 
through with leather. (Lower belts 
le pierced by metal eyelets forms a net 
; from Davega. A jet band for the upper 
and a flower belt are from Gidding 








PLAY GOLF 
















Sot 5 ‘ 
Sea 






ee 


/ 
I f 
[ / 
PS 


(73 


SSS: 
oo rr 


Soo 


Rae 


| ui 



























\ 
(iy 
Mh ii 


Mh 


WiKi 








. 
*tececes’ 

































































HARPER’S 




















THE LACE GOWN 


\STONISHING 


One wonders why no one has used dyed filet lace for an entire 
frock before Miss E. M. 


in tapestry green dyed filet lace made over the same flattering 


A. Steinmetz has designed this gown 


tapestry green satin. Great satin roses placed in a cluster near 


the hem give the skirt weight and form an unusual trimming 


gown of black lace, gold 
faintly under the 


Gold gauze shimmers from beneath a 
gauze covered with a tiny design that shows 
lace. The black lace 
tervals and a wide band of gold lace is placed near the hem 


The gold banded with jad: 


over-skirt is gathered at regular in- 


gauze under-frock i green 


DEVELOPS 


NEW AND 


PERSONALITY 


Nowadays a lace frock can not merely proclaim itself as lace, 
and therefore superior, but must do something clever at the 
This all-over Valenciennes lace 
gown has itself dyed jade green, and around its neck and tts scal- 
loped hem-line it has embroidery of beads in mauve and magenta. 


ame time to prove its charm. 


The blue-black impression that is so flattering to the white- 
kinned, dark-eved woman is here conveyed by soft black lace, 
draped to fall in soft lines about the ankles and mute very 
imply on the bateau-necked bodice. The waist-line has two 


rnaments in the form of blue and jade chrysanthcemums. 











FEBRUARY 1922 





4/ 




















COSTUMES THAT ARE 


LINK 


Covert cloth gives the sense of tailored smartness at its super- 
tailored best; a cape of covert cloth has an immediate distinc- 
tion that suggests walks in the Bois and perfection of slim 
shod feet and trim hat. This cape has its pockets trimmed with 
bone buttons and is worn over a straight frock of covert cloth. 


Ir cashmere lines this cape of dark blue Poiret twill 
en j with green yarn and worn with a little fling of the 
sh ‘he skirt is bound around the hem with green cash- 
m ts a green crépe de Chine under-skirt showing under 


in pen-work sections. The hat is green crépe de Chine. 


A SMART 


BETWEEN 


CONNECTING 


TWO SEASONS 


Another cape, worn the way a toreador throws his short cape 
about him, is of gray covert cloth, embroidered in gray and in- 
set with dark blue turned under the cut-out embroidery of the 
cape. This dark blue note is echoed by a band of blue around 
the hem of the skirt, and by a simple dark blue faille hat. 


A frock that may go to tea, or appear at luncheon or go forth 
in the morning with perfect equanimity, is of a new silk serge 
in dark blue, trimmed with vivid red crépe and embroidered in 
light and dark steel beads. With it is worn a hat of liséré straw 
faced with the red crépe and trimmed with red wax flowers. 
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Pe ONY IL Sr 


FEtLEN RICE 


The coming-out dance 
given for her daughter 
by Mrs. William Lowe 
Rice at the Ritz Carlton 
was a particularly jolly 
afiair. Two dinners pre- 
ceded the dance, one 
given by Miss Rice and 
her sister Elise for this 
vear’s débutantes, the 
other by Mrs. Rice for 
the débutantes’ parents. 
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der, a miniature as big as your hand and a velvet 
ribbon about your alabaster brow. It was at ihe 
moment when he was bearing an armful of your 
perfumed nightgowns to his nurse that he fell in 


love with you — inextricably, 


ACCESSORIES TO THE 


In 1860 you wore earrings that grazed your shoul- 


intolerably in’ love. 


MODE OF 1860 


By MARIE 


of EN Dear Great Lady: 
Wat J AM a6 stranger 
oh ae in Paris, and 
§ therefore a 
\ stranger to you, 
/ having just re- 
i ogee turned from an 
4 exile in Tunis, Al- 


geria, and other such 
unenviable places, 
vhere parents and 
guardians send unde- 
sirable younger sons 
\ to sow their wild 
oats. But, so that 
you will not toss this 
impudent note into 
that sputtering, gay 
little fire on your hearth, let me quickly add that 
you are no stranger to me. 

Let me see, it was in 18—, but no, that would 
make us seem too old, and you looked younger, 
passing in your coach to-day, than you did fifteen 
years ago. If I told you at once about that day, 
those indignant brows would mercifully melt and 
those pursed lips twitch a bit, whimsically, at the 
corners; but I'm going to win your interest for 
myself, not for a child of long ago. 

So let’s begin with to-day. I came to this hotel 
straight from the boat that returned me to de- 





lighted F “er a separation of seven years. 
Paris smi cochers sang out gaily; the 
shop girls o smile; even the hotel clerk 
was kind 

Sudden on the hotel register, I saw 
your nan re and a memory were all you 
were to r you knew how much that is! 


LYONS 


I asked for the room vou had had. and 
here 1 am, writing at the very desk you 
used only a day or two ago; looking out 
upon the same spangled night; lying down, 
when I have called the boy and dispatched 
this note, upon the same couch, beneath 
the same rosy light. 

And here, Madame, I come plump upon 
my secret. Madame. have vou lost noth 
ing, have you missed nothing in the last 
few days? Not a handkerchief, nor a 

















Katharine Sturges Dodge 









What shall IT say of 
the little red heels 
that went scamper- 


ing down the cor- 
ridors of the cha- 
teau, of the beckon- 
ing sash, and the vel- 
vel wrist ribbons? 
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A true crinoline dress is this of black velvet which Irene Castle de- 
signed for the eight diamond buttons given her by a Grand Duke. 
From the glistening wreath in her hair, the companion bracelets on 
her wrists, and the matching necklace of diamonds, to the dia- 
mond-buckled slippers she has been faithful to the crinoline mode. 


purse, nor—nor a sweet, pink pair of slippers? There they stand, too small 
to cover my two fingers, and I shall keep them forever if you don't write 
back by the next post that they are yours and that I am to fetch them to 
you at once—myself, Claude Donnay, in person 

There! The name means nothing to you! I knew it. And, impertinent 
stranger that I am, I am not even to be answered; the hotel clerk will be 
isked to forward the slippers to you. Very well. Then I must tell you about 
that day fifteen years ago. 

Imagine then, dear Great Lady, a spring day in southern France—let us 
say, Ariége. A thin sprinkling of green pricking the browns of the forests 
ind winter lawns; a chateau, grim with feudalism, touched to life in an 
awakening ivy here and there; three or four rooms rescued from the general 
gloom by the efforts of an old gardener, a young, green maid, a comfortable 
old peasant nurse, and a small boy sent down to the country for his sum- 
mer vacation. 

Fancy then, the arrival of a slim, an elegant, an unrighteously pretty 
young girl, a little chastened with the importance of being just fifteen, just 
released from a convent, and just about, under the chaperonage of the Mar- 
quise de Villermont, to enter society ... Yourself, Madame. 

The little Frenchman was round-eyed with wonder and admiration, and 
his peasant nurse not less so, as this young élégante, fresh from Paris, be- 
gan to unpack her trunks 

Between them, he underfoot as relentlessly as a faithful hound, the peasant 
blocking every path to wardrobe and commode with her huge bulk, they suc- 
cessfully foiled every effort of the young girl to unpack and set her pretty, 
rose-spattered room to rights; till at last, laughing helplessly, she dropped 
a great pile of lingerie into the old woman’s arms, and, “Here, make your- 
self useful, nounow,” she cried, and buried herself to her waist in her trunk 
again 
Then such a bustling 


as there was! Even little Claude was allowed to 








The nosegay, the 
pendant hand- 
kerchief, the 
matching bracelets, 
the velvet neck- 
band and the de- 


mureness of 1860 


fetch and carry. And how their eyes started 
trom their heads at sight of all the imponder- 
able confections that were lifted from those 
trunks—so light that one seemed to bear only 
the weight of a perfume across the room 

It was at the moment when he was bearing 
an armful of your perfumed nightgowns to 
his nurse that he fell in love with you—inex- 
tricably, intolerably in love. The dizzying 
suddenness of it made him stagger a little in 
his gait; and then his dear, big Médor bounded 
into the room, and he ran shouting out into 
the garden and forgot all about you until sup- 
per time. 

But now, after fifteen years, how well he 
remembers you! He remembers, as though 
he were turning the pages of a little album, 
the dresses you wore, the fans and nosegays 
you carried, the wicked-sweet ways you looked. 

How well I remember those billowing dresses 
in which you sat as in a pool of satin; those 
sashes knotted loosely at one side—heaven- 
blue, for preference; those thistle-down fichus, 
drawn gently over neck and shoulders just 
attaining a soft roundness; and always the 
coquetry of some beguiling trifle in the hand— 
a nosegay of tight little baby rosebuds and 
forget-me-nots with a frill of starched lace; 
a fan, infinitesimal as your hand, swinging by 
a ribbon from your wrist; or a lace handker- 
chief that would scarce cover one weeping eye, 
suspended by a silver chain from a little fin- 
ger—such dear foolishnesses! How is it ladies 
are not so sweetly foolish any more? 

Then in the evening, what worldly conceits 





What 
powers that insinu- 
ating old man might 


mysterious 


exercise over an in- 
nocent young girl, 
he, in his impotent 
ten vears, could only 
guess and fear. 
(Spreading necklace, 
jeweled star and 
lace collar of 1860.) 
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this was the 


romanth mode 


you wore, practising the sophisticated ways of 

Paris for that dazzling début: a patch at the 
4 soft corner of a mouth that still smiled far 
too widely for Paris; a prim little bow of 
black velvet on each wrist or a wide bracelet 
of many strands of garnets; earrings as large 
as a brooch, heavy with gold and pearls, that 
grazed your neck if you but tipped your head 
a coquettish fraction right or left; a necklace 
stiff with little jewels lying like a lace collar 
about your throat; or sometimes, on senti- 
mental evenings, a heavy locket in which you 
pretended to have a romantic picture. And 
what shall I say of the little red heels that went 
scampering hoydenishly down the grim corri- 
dors of the old chateau, fleeing the lusty pur- 
suit of Médor and of me? 

For that littke Frenchman (you remember 
him?—his sticky paws, his moist kisses, his 
clambering boots?)—was I. Tell me you re- 
member and that for the sake of those armfuls 
he carried for you the day he fell in love for 
the first and last time, you will let me carry 
this forgotten pair of slippers to you. 

Dear Great Lady, you are not less kind now 
than you were then. I saw it in your face to- 
day as you swept by me in our carriage in the 
Bois. How then could you deprive me of this 
happiness—an act more cruel than if you had 
ill-naturedly snatched from that adoring little 
boy the armful of nightgowns he bore so care- 
fully across the room? 


Yours, Madame. now as then, 


Claude Villermont de Donnay. 


Those terrih 


knew that ti 


from correspondents about whom he only 


heavy gold the fillet, and the fichu of that day. 














they must be—maie! (The onyx cross, the 








Though, to the bandeau of leaves in the hair, the strands of pearls 
wound round the wrists, and the prim corsage bouquet, it is a 
veritable crinoline costume, no one will say, “How quaint!” but 
“How chic!” when Irene Castle appears in it, for it is subtly 
mingled with modernity. Lucile made it of green taffeta 


New York, 1922. 
Dear Grandmother in France: 

AM to be sent to you as a New Year's gift—to stay with you as long as you want 

me and I hope that will be years and years. It is dreadful that we have never 
seen each other before; but you, you say, are one of those incurably provincial 
Frenchwomen who can not breathe out of France and I have been brought up so 
hopelessly far away. 

“Dear Great Lady,” (as my grandfather wrote to you in that sweet letter) I 
have always known that you were very beautiful, for I have seen Winterhaller’s por- 
trait of you and in my own room is hanging that adorable picture by Alfred Stevens; 
but nothing shows you quite so irresistible as the miniature by Ingres which you 
sent me for Christmas. I am going to bring it and that big Boule box filled with 
your lovely jewels back to you when T come to see you, for I know, generous though 
you are, that you must by this time be longing for those treasures of your youth. 
Don't hope, dear Beautiful, whatever they may tell you of me, that I will ever look 
at all like you, even though I should copy the very dress of one hundred and three 
gauze flounces in which vou made such a sensation at Napoleon’s ball that the Em 
press went home in a huff; for she had never dreamed of more than thirty flounces 

I know why you sent me that letter with your jewels. It was your sweet way of 
telling me that one is never really well-dressed until one’s feet and hair and even one’s 
little finger are ail “in the picture’-—that the jewel in one’s ear, if it be a false note, 
may ruin the whole costume. 

You have sent me the very bracelets, heavy gold bands scrolled in black enamel, 
and the gold cross on its thick chain which you are wearing in the Manet painting 
which is hanging now in the French Exhibition at the Metropolitan Museum; and 
I have just ordered a dress of sheer white organdie, exactly like, even to the last little 
ruffle of Valenciennes lace at the throat, the dress you are wearing in that picture 
For the dress you wore that day in 1863 is exactly the stvle of dress we are copying 
to-day. Only no one yet has been so clever as to wear with them the jewels of their 
day. How stupid we are. even those of us who consider ourselves, and are con 
sidered, so extremely well dressed! With the quaint (Concluded on page 110) 
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Editorial 


MYSTERY! 
*“"T’ HERE are but six taste; 


upon the tongue,” con 
fides a great candy-maker 
who regards himself as the 
master ol an exquisite art 
“six and six only Bitter, 
sweet, sour, salt, astringent 
and pungent But... in 
the proper mingling of th 
six you have, voild, the il- 


lusion of a seventh. To con- 
jure that illusion is the 
ambition of every artist, no 
matter what his medium, 
for therein lies mystery, the 
goal! I make candy I 
create the illusion of that 
mysterious seventh _ taste. 
My friend Jacques writes 
poetry; he leaves in you a 
wonderment, and so it goes.” 
And so it goes; our friend 
the candy-maker has told 
a great secret For above 
all other sensations, the most 
respected and enjoyed is 
mystery. The fiction writer 
who can keep his readers in 
a state of mysterious sus- 
pense writes the serial novel 
that is followed with the 
keenest interest by the largest group of readers; 
only when the hidden key is found and the mys- 
tery revealed does one say, “Yes, yes,” and seek 
for new mysteries to unravel. Because of this, an 
editor reads manuscripts without end and endless 
manuscripts, always seeking the authentic, alluring 
mystery story. And when it is found, plans are 
abandoned, less mysterious stories set aside, and 
with genuine enthusiasm he announces his discov- 
ery. As we do now. For we have found a real 
mystery story—*Medusa’s Head,” by Josephine 
Daskam Bacon, which will appear in March 
WHY ERTE ? 
AGAIN and again we are asked, “Why Erté?” 
But almost always the question comes from 
readers who are not well acquainted with Harper’s 
Bazar, or readers who have not stopped to care- 
fully study the extraordinary compositions of 
this astonishing young Russian. Thoughtfully ex- 
amine all the Erté designs in any single issue of 
the magazine (turn to Erté’s pages in this num- 
ber and try the experiment) not for the individ- 
ualistic handling of the drawings (that is pure 
decoration) but for actual, applicable, practical 
ideas that can be used in the making of new, 
wearable clothes. You will be delighted and 
probably surprised. Some months ago a prominent 
New York dressmaker told us 


THIS AND THAT 


Notes 


and 





VWARIE BEYNON RAY 


Mrs. 
Yorker of many interests, and 
that she 
civic betterment parades, we do know that she 


has a gift of phrase that few can match. 
Rav is a New 
marches in 


while we are not sure 


votes at all municipal and national elections, 
and that she mothers one of the most charming 
baby girls on the Island of Manhattan 

“The Very Shiny Girl,” Mrs. Ray’s contri- 
bution to this issue, will be followed by a num- 


ber of other excellent short stories by her. 
AND THEN! 
FTER Palm Beach, White Sulphur! Or shall 
it be West Virginia Hot Springs? Whichever 


it is, it is the Blue Ridge Mountains of Virginia, 
with the fragrant spring air perfumed with the 
scent of swelling lilac buds and new earth, long 
walks to Kate's Mountain Cabin for southern 
dinners, golf, horseback and to bed “this side of 
ten.” Sports clothes are entering an era of com- 
fort and simplicity. The knicker has come into 
its own. In the March Bazar all the new sports 
costumes will be discussed and shown. 


HARPER’S 


Correspondence 


EUROPE 
E should like to ill 


special attention to oy 
newly arranged Europea: 
correspondence The fea 
number of Americans wh. 


are now visiting Paris, Lo 

don and the European win- 
ter and summer resorts fo 
the first time since the war 
have revived the interest in 


tourist centers outside thy 
United States In accord 
with this keen new interest 


we have instructed our Paris 
Office to visit the more im- 
portant resorts in season and 
to give our readers a ful! 
description of the place and 
a practical idea of what 
“they are wearing.” The 
first of the series appears in 
this issue with van Campen 
Stewart's story af St. Moritz 


PERSONAL 

N all our long and varied 
literary life, we never 
found anything so hard to 
write as this last page of 
pogo or jumping-stick notes 
In the first place, it is writ- 
ten just a little over a month before you see it 
(that note about “After Palm Beach, White Sul 
phur Springs ”, for instance, was written on 
Christmas Day from a snow-bound cottage 
perature fourteen below zero—at the Lake Placid 
Club, Adirondacks, while interest in writing thes 
presumediy sprightly notes for our February 
issue, was somewhat unevenly divided with our 
desire to get them done and get ourself over to 
Ski Hill to see the devil-may-care ski-jumper- 
compete for the largest and most vital assortment 
of sprains and bruises. Now we leave it to you, 
what chance had “After Palm Beach, et cetera’? 
That’s first. Second, our particular style, or pe- 
culiar, demands space; we have so much to say 
How can one crown the announcement of, again 
an instance, a playlet in one act by Frederic and 
Fanny Hatton, authors of “Upstairs and Down, 
“The Great Lover,” and a score of good shows; 
how can one, we repeat, properly announce such 
an event in one miserable paragraph? Yet we 
must. The playlet (which Fanny Hatton call: 
“a conversation”) is entitled “The Field of Battle, 
and it is as clever as the dickens. If we have luck 
with the illustrations, it will appear in March 
Then, there is a story by Arnold Bennett, that new 
serial of mystery by Josephine Daskam Bacon 
the newly arranged Paris and European letter, no 
end of interesting fashions from 
Fifth Avenue and environs, so to 





Vickolas Muray 


tem- 





that she had just come to a full 
appreciation of the number otf 
usable ideas to be found in Erté’s 
pages, after passing them by for 
months. Erté is practical! 


[JxTo the gifted intellectually 
handed by lesti 


is destiny t he 


art of expressing their ideas with 





the ame ingenuity and origi 
nality in which they form their 
written  stvle vith artistically 
shaded capil ind unique con- 
nection So this riter impresse 
upon vou her attractive, buovant 





speak. This is not all, it is onl 
a small part, but you can see to 
vourself that there is no mor 
space. 

current of umbition, of 


eager 
criticize he 


they will present 


willingness to 
ideas so that 
to others their truth and simp 
accuracy. For her zmag u 
distorted by any 


flamboyan 


never hivars 
conception, by any 
that 
mental 
as directly as she 
straight in ail of her actions. That 


will mislecd by its iempera- 
suggestions. She think 


carries herse! 





she moves across 





personality, revealing a quick live 
ntelligence animated by a force- 
ful virile 


imagination and a keen responsiveness to 


beauty in all of its forms 


With her mind wide-open, she gathers in her 


impressions, she reconstructs her visions so that 
they are alive with vitalitvy—and intensely real. 
As her hand forms the lightly shaded words and 


there, between 


process of her 


letters, here, 


yee ords, she 


NO’ 


stopping NOU 


unfolds the mind in 


pouring forth her creations Reflective yet in- 
tuitive, she proceeds by inspiration, as though 
she had listened to some transcendent spirit who 
whispered to her the ecrets of color and illusive 


form Lind immediately un- 
derstands the hidden meaning and then translates 
Curling up the 


orners of her mouth in the same whimsical fash- 


spontaneously she 


into life her intimate impressions. 


ion in which she twists backward some of her 
finals—she smiles or even laughs and finishes her 
ideas with rapid stroke and fleet application. 


For to her is given the ability to insinuate her 
through her rounded, adaptable, 
into the hearts and companion- 


wav alluringly 


pleasant 


nature 


svinpathies there is an under- 


the page with 
transparent hone 


No sinuosity or deliberate 


an almost 
by the lines. 
holding together her letters or 


is shown 
words in too clo 
liaison! So it is possible to say of her that sh 
will ever give of her best and highest inspiration 





reveal the inner processes and motives—candid's 
When she throws her long looped letters high 
above the line—her signature—she savs that s/ 


always intends to be intellectually honest an 
broadminded. “Most certainly, I have a 
human vanity,” she will laugh. “See how ! 


stretch out my capital M way up in the cloud 


a 
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Tender, luscious little peas 

Make this soup so sure to please. 
Even better, you'll agree. 

Eaten as a Cream of Pea. 





Such delicious pea soup! 


Of course pea soup is a favorite of yours 
—it’s one of the most popular dishes all 
over the world. But taste Campbell’s! It 
will give you a new idea of how good 
pea soup can be! Every smooth, creamy 
spoonful will delight you with its fresh 
flavor and rich nourishment. 


Campbell’s Pea Soup 


has the fragrance of a new spring day— 
welcome as its sunshine and its fresh green 
tints. Sugar-sweet peas, rich country milk, 
golden creamery butter are blended and 
daintily spiced to make as fine a pea soup as 


ever graced your table. All the family will 
like it! 


21 kinds 


12 cents a can 


LIVAPINS\ O13 


LOOK FOR Se 2D AIO welt 











—=——The next time==> 


you are hostess 


You will be proud of your 
Cream of Pea Soup made 
with Campbell's. It is the 
simplest and easiest of 
dishes to prepare, yet a 
luxury every woman will 
love. Read on the can 
the brief directions for 
making it. Daintier still in 
bouillon cups topped with 
whipped cream. 
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Interpreting 
The Spring and Summer Modes 


“- LINEN STORE” is now showing its beautiful new 


Importations of Cotton and Linen Dress Fabrics for the 


Spring and Summer. 


These are of amazing loveliness -products of the best 
European looms. There are dainty weaves adaptable to the 
season’s fashionable silhouette of soft, flowing lines; others 
with more body and crispness for the popular bouffant 
modes. Novelty, beauty, smartness, characterize them all. And 
quality—consistent with traditional McCutcheon standards! 


Write for samples of these exclusive materials. See what 
exquisite new frocks they will make for you. 


Imported Novelty Dress Fabrics 
Write for Samples Today 


Imported Dotted Swisses—in new color combinations of vivid backgrounds with 
white dots or dots of contrasting color. Navy or Black with white dots and 
scores of novelty figures, checks, plaids, etc. $1.50 and $2.00 a yard 


White or colored grounds with large 
Very smart combinations, many 
$2.50 a yard 


Embroidered Swiss Drop Stitch Voiles 
heavy embroidered dots in white or colors. 
shown here for the first time. 38 in. wide. 


Swiss Organdies—Made and dyed in Switzerland (to our special order), and 
finished by the famous “Cilander Process,” thereby insuring a permanent finish 
so essential in this fabric. White and forty plain shades. 46 in. wide. $1.00 a yard 


English Prints—The ideal fabric for women’s, misses’ and children’s garments, 
aprons, millinery, and hundreds of everyday uses. The small Chintz and Cretonne 
designs now so much in vogue will make instant appeal. 32 in. wide. 55¢. a yard 


Hundreds of new and fashionable dots, checks, stripes, 


Dress Ginghams 
32 in. wide. 75¢., $1.00 and $1.25 a yard 


plaids and plain shades. 


Handkerchief Linens—A new range of most attractive printed Handkerchief 
Linens, fine sheer quality, white grounds, with dots, stripes or checks in brilliant 
Entirely new this season. Also a complete assortment of plain shades. 


$1.50 a yard 


colors. 


36 in. wide. 





Reg. Trade Mark 


James McCutcheon & Co. 


Department No. 17 


Fifth Avenue, 34th and 33d Streets, New York 
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(Continued from page 55) 


he and the girls were some years ago, 
and really I think. , . yes, really I think, 
Jasmine, it would be only polite if we 
sent him an invitation. 


) pocasyeergeale heart began to beat faster, 
not on account of the prospect of meeting 
Harry Vibart again, but with the effort 
of preventing herself saying what = she 
really thought of her aunt’s distortion of 
the true facts of the case. 

The reentry of one person from the 
past into her life was followed by the 
reentry of another; for that very aiter- 
noon, a bleak January afternoon of brown 
fog, Hopkins came up to tell Jasmine 
that Miss Butt had called to see her, and 
to ask where should she be shown? The 
only people who ever came to see Jasmine 
were dressmakers with whom she had been 
negotiating on behalf of her aunt and 
cousins, and for whose misfits Jasmine was 
to be held responsible. These dressmakers 
were usually interviewed in the dining-room, 
but Hopkins informed Jasmine that Miss 
Butt had emphatically declined to be shown 
up-stairs, and had expressed a wish to 
interview her in the servants’ hall. Such 
a request had affronted Hopkins’ con- 
ception of etiquette, and she was anxious 
to know what Jasmine intended to do 
about it. Jasmine was on sufficiently in- 
timate terms with the servants by now 
to explain at once that Miss Butt and hei 
ladyship were never on any account to 
be allowed to meet face to face, and she 
asked Hopkins if she thought that Cook 
would mind if, in the circumstances, she 
made use of the servants’ hall. 

“No, Miss Jasmine, I dont think she 
would at all,” said Hopkins, “In fact, 
from what I could see of it when I come 
up-stairs, they was getting on very well 
together But I didn't think it right to 
say you'd come and see her there, until 
I had found out from you whether you 
would 

“All right, Amanda, I'll come down at 
once. Nowadays Jasmine was allowed 
in her own room to call Hopkins Amanda. 

Mrs. Curtis, the cook of 317, Harley 
Street, was a woman of some majesty, and 
when she was seated in her armchair on 
the right of the hearth in the servants 
hall, she conveyed as much as any one 
Jasmine had ever seen the aroma of a 
regal hospitality mingled with a_ regal 
condescension. When Jasmine beheld the 
scene in the servants’ hall she could easily 
have imagined that she was watching a 
meeting between two queens. Selina, in a 
crimson blanket coat, wearing a_ ruby 
colored hat much befurred, with a mus- 
quash stole thrown back from her should- 
ers, Was evidently informing Mrs. Curtis 
of the state of her kingdom; Mrs. Curtis 
was nodding in august approval, and from 
time to time turning her head to invite 
a comment from Hargreaves, who, like a 
lady-in-waiting, stood at the head of her 
chair, whispering from time to time: 

“Quite so, Mrs. Curtis.” 

Grouped on the other side of the table 
and not venturing to sit down, the junior 
servants listened to the conversation like 
respectiul and attentive courtiers. 


AS soon as Selina saw Jasmine, she 
jumped up from her chair and em- 
braced her warmly. 

“An old friend came to see you,” said 
Cook with immense benignity 

“Dear Selina! exclaimed. 
“The pleasures on sides,” said 
“Mrs. Vokins is dead 

Jasmine looked at Selina in astonish- 
ment. Nothing in the style of her attire 
suggested such an announcement: in fact. 
she could not remember ever having seen 
Selina wear colors before, and that she 
should have chosen to break out into 
crimson on the occasion of her friend's 
death was incomprehensible. 

“When did she die?” 

“Six months ago,” said Selina. ‘And 
I went into strict mourning for six months. 
Last night she appeared to me, as I've 
just been telling Mrs. Curtis here, She 
said she was very happy in heaven; told 
me to stop mourning for her, and pop 
round to see you.” 

“Wonderful, isn’t it?’”” Mrs. Curtis de- 
manded from her juniors, who murmured 
a unanimous and discreet echo of assent. 

“Then Mrs. Vokins was saved after 
all?” said Jasmine “IT remember you 
used to think that she couldn't be saved.” 

“Some of us think wrong sometimes,” 
said Selina. 

“That's true, Miss Butt,” put in Cook 

“Some of us think very wrong some- 
times,’ Selina continued. ‘And it’s per- 
fectly clear Mrs. Vokins was sent down 








to me to say as I'd been thinkir 

“Wonderful, isn't it? 
once more, 

“"I’'m very happy in heaven, Miss 
Butt, was her words, and though I 
hadn’t time to ask exactly which of m) 
friends and relations was up there with 
her, 1 put it to myself it was unlikely 
Mrs. Vokins would call and tell me she 
was very happy unless she shortly ex- 
pected me to join her She was never 4 
woman who cared to disappoint anybody 
So I'm looking forward to. seeing : 
ol people I never expected to see again 
In fact, I've given up the Children oj 
Zion and turned to the Church of England 
which my poor mother always was, until 
a clergyman spoke to her in a way no 
clergyman ought to speak, telling her 
what to do and what not to do, until she 
turned round in his face and became a 
Primitive Methodist, where she always 
poured out the tea at the New Year's 
gathering Yes, Mrs. Vokins has been a 
good iriend to me, and she’s been a good 
friend to you, because she put it into 
my head to come down here and ask yoy 
if youd like to come and live in ‘m 
rooms at Catford where she used to live. 
with the use of the kitchen three times a 
week as per arrangement. 

“Dear Selina, it’s very kind of you to 
invite me,” said Jasmine, “but ’ 
she broke off with a sigh. 

“Which means you won't come,” said 
Selina “That I expected; and if Mrs 
Vokins hadn't of been in such a hurry. 
I should have told her as much before she 
went. She vanished in a moment, before 
I even had time to say how well she 
was looking. ‘Radiant as an angel,’ they 
say; and Mrs. Vokins was looking radiant 
‘You certainly are looking celestial,’ was 
what I should like to have said.” 

“Why haven't you been to see me all 
these two years?” asked Jasmine, 


1g wrong,” 
Cook demanded 


a lot 


A’ this point, Mrs. Curtis, realizing that 
Jasmine and her friend might have 
matters to discuss which it would be un- 
dignified for them to discuss before the 
servants, asked the scullery-maid sharply 
if she intended to get those greens ready, 
or if she expected herself, Mrs. Curtis, to 
get them ready. The reproof administered 
to the scullery-maid was accepted by her 
fellow-servants as a hint for them to 
leave Jasmine and her visitor together, 
and when they were gone Mrs. Curtis, ris- 
ing from her armchair like Leviathan from 
the deep, supposed that after all she 
should have to go and look after that 
girl. 

“For girls, Miss Butt, nowadays , 
Well, I needn't tell you what girls are 
You know.” 

“Yes, I know,’ said 
of rabbits.” 

“That's very true, Miss Butt; a lot of 
rabbits,” echoed Cook solemnly as_ she 
sailed from the room. 

“Well, why haven't you been to see me, 
Selina,” Jasmine persisted when they were 
alone. 

“Why haven't you been to see me?” 

“How could I? Uncle Matthew never 
invited me. Surely, Selina, you can un- 
derstand I didn’t want to force myself 
where I wasn't wanted. 


Selina. “A lot 


The last thing I 
wanted to do was to give him the impres- 
sion that I wanted anything from him. 
He's had plenty of opportunities to ask for 
me if he wished to see me. My cousins 
have been over to see him lots of times. 

“They have,’ agreed Selina, grimly. 

“And they never brought me back any 
message.” © 

“That doesn’t say no message was sent, 
said Selina. “You know as well as 
know Mr. Rouncivell never sends a letter 
of his own accord. He can’t bring himse!l 
to it. I've seen him sit by the hour hold- 
ing a stamp in his hand the same as I’ve 
seen boys holding butterflies between their 
fingers.” 2 

“Well, vou could have written to me, 
Jasmine pointed out. 

“I could have,” Selina asserted. “And 
I ought to have: but I didn't. It’s not 4 
bit of good your going on talking about 
what people ought to have done. If we 
once get on that subject we shall go ve 
talking here for ever. And it’s no go0e 
being offended with me, even if you wont 
show a Christian spirit and go and live 
at Catford. I think you ought to have 
arnt to forgive by now. I’ve been 10r 
ving people by the dozen these last two 
And although I don't think I shall, 
And I may g0 5° 
far as to forgive her,’”’ Selina declared 
pointing with her forefinger at the ceiling 
to indicate wham she meant. 

(Conti: wed on page 88) 





days. 
still you never know. 
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Is your skin 
pale and sallow ? 


— How you can rouse it 


LEEP, fresh air, exercise—all these Special treatments for each different 
contribute to a healthy condition — skin need are given in the famous book- 
of your skin. let of treatments wrapped around every 
But your skin itself must have spe- cake of Woodbury’s Facial Soap. 
cial care, if you wish it to show all the Get a cake of Woodbury’s today— 
beauty and charm of which it is ca- begin your treatment tonight. : 
pable. Your skin is a separate organ of The same qualities that give Wood- 


your body. Neglect of its special needs bury’s its beneficial effect on the skin 

may result in an unattractive complex- make it ideal for general use. A 25 cent 

ion, even though your general health cake lasts a month or six weeks for gen- 

is good. eral toilet use, including any of the 
If your skin is pale and sallow, it special Woodbury treatments. 

needs a more stimulating treatment 


than you are giving it. Begin now to A complete miniature set of the 
use the following treatment, and see Woodbury skin preparations 
what a difference it will make in your |. ,- ; 

complexion. For 25 cents we will send you a com- 


—. a : plete miniature set of the Woodbury 
O CE or twice a week, just before re- skin preparations, containing: 

tiring, fil your basin full of hor 
water—almost boiling hot. Bend over the A trial size cake of Woodbury’s Facial Soap 
top of the basin and cover your head and 
the bowl with a heavy bath towel, so that 
no steam can escape. Steam your face for 
thirty seconds. Now lather a hot cloth 


A sample tube of the new Woodbury’s Facial 
Cream 
A sample tube of Woodbury’s Cold Cream 





with Woodbury’s Facial Soap. With this A sample box of Woodbury’s Facial Powder 
wash your face thoroughly, rubbing the Together with the treatment booklet, “ 4 Skin 
lather well into the skin with an upward You Love to Touch.” 
and outward motion. Then rinse the skin : ; ” 
1 first with warm water, then with Send for this set today. Address The 
—— had ee it for thirty Andrew Jergens Co.,1102 Spring Grove 
nds w q ce ce. ee 5 J “ . 
” Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio. Jf you live in 
| other nights of the week cleanse Canada, address The Andrew Jergens 
ir skin thoroughly in the usual way (Co., Limited,1102 Sherbrooke St., Perth, 
ch Woodbury’s Facial Soap and Ontario. English agents: 1. C.Quelch & 
arm water, ending with adash of cold. Co., 4 Ludgate Square, London, E. C. 4. 
| af 
q pe 
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Stein & Blaine Model 


A sports coat-dress of TRELAINE— 
the new fabric which is sponsored 
by us and featured in our collection 


of sports costumes for southern wear. 


Stein 2 Blaine 


Furriers Dressmakers Tailors 


13 and 15 West 57th Street 
New York 
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mine tried to explain that she no 
lor felt herself capable of taking such 
a drastic step as going to live in Catiord 
She found it hard to convince Selina how 
impossible it was for her to accept such 
charity, and she was quite sure that her 
relations would not dream of continuing 
her allowance should she go to Catford. 

In fact, my dear Selina, | think voud 
better let me alone 1 think that some 
people in this world are meant to occupy 
the kind of position I occupy, and Ive 
vot hardened to it I dont really care a 
bit any more 1 have enjoved seeing you 
very much, and I hope you will come and 
see me again. It really isn't worth while 
for me to make any efforts to get away 
from this. It really isn't.” 

Selina lectured Jasmine for a while on 
Christian spirit. Evidently 
spirit to her mind conveyed 
something between willingness to forgive 
and courage to defy—and then rising 
abruptly she said she must be off. Jasmine 
heard nothing more from her for some time 
after this 





her lack of 
Christian 





EN days before the dance at the Em- 

press Rooms Sir Hector, for what he 
insisted was the first time in his life. was 
taken ill. He was apparently not suffering 
from anything more serious than a slight 
bronchial cold, but he made such a_ fuss 
about it that Jasmine was ready to believe 
that it really was the first time in his life 
he had ever been ill In addition to his 
apprehensions about his own condition and 
the various maladies that might  super- 
vene, he seemed to think that his illness 
was something in the nature of a national 
disaster, like a coal strike or a great war. 

“Dear me.’ said his wife. “Im afraid 
it looks as if you won't be at the dance.’ 

“Dance!” shouted Sir Hector as loudly 
as his cold would let him Of course I 
sha’n’t be at the dance. Even if I'm well 
enough to be out of bed, which is very 
improbable, 1 certainly sha'n't be well 
enough to go out And if L were well 
enough to go out, which is practically im- 
possible, I certainly shouldn't be well 
enough to stand about in draughts. No, 
| shall stay at home. Its a fearful nuis- 
ance being ill like this. I can't think why 
1 should get ill. 1 never aw ill 

It's dreadfully disappointing,” — said 
Aunt May soothingly “We had such a 
particularly nice lot of young men coming 
All dancing men, too, so you wouldn't 
have had to talk to them for more than a 
minute. I don't like to put it off. I neve 
think things go so well after they've been 
put off 

“Oh, no, for goodness’ sake, don't put 
it off,’ said Sir Hector. “Quite enough 
things have been put off on account of 
my illness as it is. The Duchess of Shrop- 
shire is in despair because I can’t go and 
see her. She cant stand Williamson.” 
Dr. Williamson was Sir Hector’s assistant. 
“Nothing serious, of course, but it creates 
such a bad impression if a man like me 
is ill. It shakes my confidence in myself 
1 can't think where I got this cold. 

“People do get colds very often in 
January,” said his wife 


“Other people get colds I] never do 
Now what is that horrible mess that Jas- 
mine is holding in her hand? Its no 


good just feeding me up on these messes 
and thinking that that is going to cure 
me: because it isn't 

Jasmine was expecting every minute to 
hear her aunt regretfully inform her that 
owing to Sir Hector’s condition it would be 
impossible for her to go to the ball, because 
somebody would be required to stay at 
home and look after the invalid. To her 
surprise nothing was said about this, and 
she began to turn her attention to a new 
evening frock. This was a moment when 
the extra ten pounds she failed to get at 
Christmas would have been useful. Not- 
withstanding the surrender of her pride, 
Jasmine had still a_ little vanity: and 
when she took out of her wardrobe the 
two evening dresses that had served her 
during the last year, and saw how worn 
and faded they were. she began to wonder 
if after all she should not be glad if her 
aunt settled things over her head by telling 
her that she could not go. 


HE was vexed, when she opened her 

aunt’s correspondence that morning and 
read that Sir Harry Vibart accepted with 
pleasure Lady Grant’s kind invitation for 
Wednesday, February fourteenth, to detect 
herself the prey of a sudden impulse to go 
to this dance at all costs. She debated 
with herself whether she should not ask 
Miss Hemmings, the little dressmaker in 
Marylebone High Street who made most 
of her things, to make her an evening frock 


from 


Mackenzie’s Novel 


Dpuge 356) 


on the understanding that she should be 
paid for it next quarter At first Jasn Me 
was rather timid about) embarking upor 
such an adventure into extravagance but 
she decided to do so, and when she had e 
moment to herself she slipped out of the 
house and hurried round to Miss Hem- 
mings’ little shop. Alas, Miss Hemn ings 
like Sir Hector, was also in bed with | 
bronchial cold: she was dreadfully saeey 
but quite unable to oblige M Grant by 
the tourteenth, . 

Oh, well. its evidently ot to be 
Jasmine decided 





She got home in time tu eet Selin 
con Ing up the area steps. dressed this 
time in a brilliant: peacock blue blanket 
cout and an emerald green hat 

Selina! exclaimed ine ‘You 





seem to go in for nothing but 
udays. 


clothes now- 


You must dress a bit if you belong to 
the Church of England. sald Selina 


sharply. “Its as different from the chape 
as the stalls are from the pit. Don't for- 
get that 

“Well, I've just been trying to get 


jrock for a dance on Wednesday, but my 
dressmaker’s ill and Jasmine 
broke off; she did not wish to make Selina 
think that she was in need of money, fo; 
she felt that if she did, Selina would in 
mediately offer to lend her some. And ij 
she accepted Selina’s charity it would be 
more than ever difficult to refuse to oc 
cupy those three rooms at Catiord. 

“Well, that’s awkward said Selina 
But Ill lend you anything you want 

“Oh, thank you very much, but it’s an 
evening frock 

\h! That I don't go in for, and never 
shall. Low necks I shall never come to 
Do you want to go to this party very 
much? 

I do rather.” Jasmine admitted. 

“There's my bus,” said Selina sudden 
and without a word of farewell she van- 
ished round the corner shouting and wav- 
ing her umbrella 


HE next morning. which was Tuesday 

and the day before the dance. Jasmine 
received a postcard on which was printed 
the current price of coal. She thought at 
first that it had been put in her place by 
mistake: but looking at it again she saw 
written in a fine small hand between the 
Wallsends and the Silkstones: Come to 
Rouncivell Lodge to-morrow at eleven 
o'clock; and between the Silkstones and 
the Cobbles, the initials 1/7. R 

Aunt May failed to understand ho 
Uncle Matthew could be so inconsiderate 
as to invite Jasmine to Muswell Hill on 
the very day before she was giving 
dance. and particularly when it would 
have been advisable in any case that Jas- 
mine should be at home that morning 
case her uncle wanted something 

“You must write and tell him you will 
go later on in the week.” 

Jasmine agreed to do so, but she added 
that she should have to” give Uncle 
Matthew a reason for refusing to go and 
see him, and Aunt May, realizing that 
such a reason would involve herself with 
the old gentleman, gave a grudging assent 
to Jasmine’s going that day. Jasmine had 
difficulty in escaping from Harley Street 
early enough to be punctual to her ap- 
pointment with Uncle Matthew. but she 
managed it somehow, although at one 
time it seemed as if Sir Hector was want- 
ing so many things only Jasmine could 
provide that she should never get away 
In the end when Lady Grant was calling 
“Jasmine,” from the first landing. Hopkins 
replied, “Yes, my lady.” and before Lad) 
Grant had time to explain that she did 
not want Hopkins, her niece was hurrying 
on her way north. 

Jasmine wondered in what gay colors 
she should find Selina when she reached 
Rouncivell Lodge: but Selina met her at 
the gate in her customary black, and ad- 
vised her sharply to make no allusions to 
her clothes in front of the old gentleman. 

“Why haven't you been to see me be- 
fore?” Uncle Matthew demanded as the 
clocks all over the house chimed eleven 
o'clock. 

“T never go anywhere unless I m asked 

“Well, don't put on your hoity-torty 
manners with me, miss. Do you expect 
me, at my age, to come trotting alter 
you? I told your aunt several times I 
should like to see you.” 

“She never gave me your é 

“No, I suppose she didn't. said the 
old gentleman with a grim chuckle. “Now 
what's all this about wanting a dress 10! 
a ball? Do you expect me to provide you 
with dresses for balls?’ 


(Continued on page 9) 
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Announcing New Series 


Chalmers Six #1295 





C The 
CHALMERS 
SIX 








This new series Chalmers Six is the first product of the 


new Chalmers organization. 


It embodies, we believe, 


a greater advance than ever before registered in those 
splendid qualities which distinguish the six as a type. 


The wonderful results of the six- 
cylinder engineering which has 
been going on in the Chalmers 
plant for more than a year, reveal 
themselves instantly to the man 
who has driven other fine cars. 


This engine is built complete in 
Chalmers shops, with all the pre- 
cision that good manufacturing 
practice can command. 


There is the characteristic 
smooth, sweet, quiet, six-cylinder 
running—developed to a still 
higher plane. 


There is the beautiful blending 
of one impulse into another, so 
complete that it is well nigh 
perfect. 


There is the magnificent flexibil- 
ity, the vigorous, virile power, 
brought up to a new and much 
finer point. 


But Chalmers engineering does 
not content itself with the engine 
alone. It extends micrometer 
accuracy to all working parts. 


It gives to this car riding quali- 
ties that are remarkably easy; 
steering and brake action that 
are a delight; a beauty of design 
and finish that measurably in- 
crease the car-value. 


Until you have seen this car, 
until you have had the thrill of 
driving it, you have not realized 
the six possibilities heretofore 
undeveloped. 


When you do ride in it, you will 
gain a new conception of what a 
really fine six-cylinder car should 
be and how it should perform. 


It is now more vital than ever to 
get the truth about the Chalmers. 


All Models Equipped With Disc Steel W heels and Cord Tires 


Chalmers Motor Car 


Chalmers Motor Company 


Company, 
of Canada, 


Detroit, 
Windsor, 


Michigan 


Limited, Ontario 








M (y dear, “YOu look like a 


new person / 


" HATEVER have you done to im- 
prove your skin so wonderfully? 
Why, it’s as soft and clear as a baby’s! 
Do tell me the secret.” 
But there is no secret to tell—the adoption of 
Resinol Soap for her daily toilet and bath explains 
it all. 


There is a world of hope in that statement for the 
discouraged woman who has tried various treatments 
and finds her complexion is still sallow and muddy 
or her skin coarse, oily, rough, blotchy or otherwise 
blemished. 


It seems incredible that anything so simple as 
regularly bathing the face with Resinol Soap and 
warm water could restore skin health and beauty 
when other things have failed. Yet it can, and does, 
because in addition to its unusual cleansing qualities 
it has just the soothing, healing, corrective properties 
necessary to overcome these facial imperfec tions. 


Use Resinol Soap for one week and you will 
know why you will want it all the year round. 
May we send you a dainty trial size cake free? 
If so, write Dept. 8-B, Resinol, Baltimore, Md. 


Resinol products at all drug and toilet 
goods counters. 
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‘Of course | don't,” said Jasmine, look- 
ing angrily round to where Selina had 
been standing a moment ago. But the 
vellow-faced housekeeper had gone. 

Well, lI've borrowed Eneas’ carriage 
for the day, and I'll take you for a drive 
I don't know how that fellow can afford 
to keep a carriage. I can't. At least, I 
can't afford to keep a carriage for other 
people to use, and that’s what always hap- 
pens. Oh, yes, they'd like me to have a 
carriage, I've no doubt. But Im _ not 
going to have one.’ 

“It's at the door, Mr. Rouncivell,”’ said 
Selina, putting her head into the room. 

Uncle Matthew was so voluminously 
wrapped up for this expedition that it 
seemed at first as if he would never be 
able to squeeze through the door of the 
brougham; but by unwinding himself from 
a plaid shawl he managed it. 

‘Where am I to drive to?” asked Uncle 
I:neas’ gardener in an injured voice. He 
evidently disapproved of being lent to 
other people. 

Drive to London,” said the old gen- 
tleman, 

“Where?” the coachman repeated 

To London, you idiot! Dont you 
know where London is? 

“London’s a large place,” said the coach- 
man, 

I don't need you to tell me_ that. 
Drive to Regent Street.’ 

The drive was spent in trying to ac- 
commodate Uncle Matthew's wraps to the 
temperature of the inside of the brougham, 
and in an attempt to calculate how much 
it cost Eneas to keep a horse, carriage and 
coachman. It was a complicated calcula- 
tion, because it involved deducting from 
the cost per week not merely the amount 
saved in artificial manures, but also the 
amount saved by growing bigger vege- 
tables than would otherwise have been 
grown. 

“But whatever way you look at it, 
said Uncle Matthew, “it's a dead loss! 

When they reached Regent Street, Uncle 
Matthew told Jasmine to stop the car- 
riage at the first shop where women’s 
clothes were sold. 

“Women's clothes?" repeated Jasmine 

“Yes, women’s clothes, I'm told you 
want a gown for a ball to-morrow. Well, 
I'm going to buy you one.” 

Jasmine could scarcely believe that it 
was Uncle Matthew who was talking, and 
her expression of amazement roused the 
old gentleman to ask her what she was 
staring at 

“Think Ive never bought gowns for 
women before?” he asked. “I used to come 
shopping every day with my poor wiie, 
fifty years ago 

The brougham had stopped at a famous 
and fashionable dressmaker’s, and Jasmine 
wonderingly followed the old gentleman 
into the shop. 

“I want a gown,” said the old gent!e- 
man fiercely to the first lady who wrig- 
gled up to him and asked what he required. 


HEY were accommodated with chairs 

in the showroom, and presently a young 
woman emerged from a glass grated door 
and walked past them in an Anglo-Saxon 
attitude. 

“You needn't be shy of me,”’ said Uncle 
Matthew. “I'm old enough to be your 
grandfather.” The show-woman. tittered 
politely at what she supposed was Uncle 
Matthew's joke. 

“Do you like that model?” she asked. 

“Model?” echoed the old gentleman 

“That gown?” the show-woman inquired. 

“Gown?” echoed Uncle Matthew. “What 
gown? 

“Miss Abels,” the show-woman called, 
would you mind passing once more?” 

“You don’t mean to tell me that what 
she’s wearing is an evening gown you 
propose to sell me?” asked Uncle Matthew, 
on whom an explanation of the young 
woman’s behavior was beginning to dawn. 
“Why, I never thought she was dressed 


The show-woman again tittered politely 
“We consider that one of our most be- 
coming gowns,” she said. “So simple, isn’t 
it? Don't you like the lines? And it’s 
quite a new shade. Angel's blush.” 
t's very pretty.” said Jasmine 
“Well,” said Uncle Matthew. “I sup- 
pose you know what you want, and I dare 
say you're right to choose something 
simple. It's no good wasting money on a 
lot of frills. How much is that?” 


There was a great rush for dogs as 
times it was difficult to find just 


N ove’ 


kRenzies 
Jrom. page SS) 


“That gown,” said the 
“Let me see. Phat's a Paris model 
Quite exclusive. Thirty-five guineas 

“What? the old gentleman yelled 
Come out of the shop, come out of the 
shop!” he commanded Jasmine 

“IT never heard of anything so monstrous 
in my life,” he said indignantly to Jas. 
mine on the pavement outside. “Thirty. 
five guineas! For a piece of stuff. the 
size of three pocket handkerchiefs! No 
wonder you can't aliord to go to parties! 
Well, I made a mistake 

“But, Uncle Matthew, Jasmine ex- 
plained, “I didn’t want to go to a fashion- 
able shop like this Chere are lots of 
other shops where evening irocks don't 
cost so much, 

“You can't have a dress made of less 
than that,” he said. 

“It isn’t a question of ai 
question of cut and material 

But the old gentleman could not bring 
himself to go to another shop. He had 
suffered a severe shock, and he wished to 
be alone. 

“TIL drive home by myseli,’ he said 
“You can get back to Harley Street quite 
easily trom here. rhirty-five guineas’ 
Why, poor Clara’s bridal dress didn't 
cost that, 


hoW-woman 


ount. It’s a 


CHEY were all very curious at Harley 

Street to know why Uncle Matthew had 
sent lor Jasmine. She did not feel in. 
clined to tell them the real reason, and 
she merely said he wanted to see her 
Aunt May, however, was feeling bitterly 
on the subject, and she was suspicious of 
Jasmine’s reticence. 

“It's a pity he should have fetched you 
all that way for nothing,” she said. “You 
had better have done as I suggested and 
gone the day aiter the dance. We have 
all been so busy this morning that poo 
Uncle Hector has been rather neglected, 
and I've had to leave a great deal undone 
which will have to be done this afternoon 
and I'm afraid he'll still feel a little 
neglected, so really, Jasmine, I don't know 
are I suppose you'd be very disap- 
pointed if you didn’t come to the dance 
but really I don’t know but that it may 
be necessary for you to stay at home 
to-morrow and look after Uncle Hector.” 

“T'll stay at home with pleasure,” said 
Jasmine. 

Her aunt looked at her. “Oh, you don't 
object to staying at home?” 

“Why should 1? I haven't got a frock 
fit to wear.” 

“Not got a frock fit to wear? Really, 
my dear, how you do exaggerate some- 
times! That's a very becoming little 
yellow frock you wear. A very becoming 
little frock. You must be very anxious to 
impress somebody if you are not content 
to wear that.” : 

Jasmine turned away without answering. 
She would not give her aunt the pleasure 
of seeing that the malicious allusion had 
touched her. 

The following afternoon it was definitely 
decided that Sir Hector was too ill to be 
left in the hands of servants, and vers 
regretfully, as she assured her, Lady 
Grant told her niece that she must ask 
her to stay at home. 

“You mustn't be too disappointed, be- 
cause perhaps I shall give another dance 
in April or May, and perhaps out of my 
own little private savings-bank I may be 
able to add something to your March al- 
lowance that will enable you to get a frock 
which you do consider good enough to 
wear.” 

Jasmine thought that it would probably 
annoy her aunt if she looked as if she 
didn’t mind staying at home; so she ver} 
cheerfully announced her complete indif- 
ference to the prospects of going to the 
dance, and her intention of reading Si 
Hector to sleep. Dinner was eaten in the 
feverish way in which dinners before balls 
ire always eaten. Before starting Pamela 
called Jasmine into her room to admire 
her frock and Jasmine took a good deal of 
pleasure in telling her that she was not 
sure, but she thought she liked Lettices 
frock better: and to Lettice, whom she 
presently visited, she said after a suitable 
pause that she was afraid Pamela's frock 
suited Aer better than her own did. Har- 
greaves and Hopkins, who were both in- 
dignant at Jasmine’s being left behind, 
took the cue from her and they both 
praised so enthusiastically the other’s dress 

(Continued on page 92) 


presents this past Christmas. Some- 
the dog wanted. But that difficulty 


no longer exists. If you want any breed of good dog, write Frank 


Dole of Harper’s Bazar Dog Department—and he'll get it for you. 
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Wherever you are, 
on highway or boule- 


A vard, look for this 
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signature of the 
All-Weather Tread 


Ask yourself which is the better 
proposition for you: 

A good tire at a fair price, or a 
poor tire at a low price? 

For yourown good, youshould know. 
What about the “special discount” 
offered you on certain makesof tires? 
Does the dealer give it to you out 
of his profit? 

Or does the manufacturer give the 
dealer an extra profit to cover such 
“discounts’’? 

Or does it come out of the tire? 
Ask yourself these things. 

For our part, we believe that a tire 
is low-priced only when it gives you 
great mileage. 


This is the whole foundation of the 


n-Skid Fabric $10.95 


30x3!2N 
30x 314 All-WeatherTread Fabric $14.75 





popularity of Goodyear Tires, the 
largest selling tires in the world. 
The money we might have spent 
in such sales inducements as “special 
discounts” and the like, we have 
preferred to put into our product 
in extra value. 


Because of this extra value in 
Goodyear Tires, their cost per mile 
is remarkably low. 

We believe you would rather buy 
a better tire, than a lower price. 
We believe you would rather buy 
mileage, than “discounts.” 

We are building Goodyear Tires to 
this idea, building them better than 
ever before. 

More people ride on Goodyear Tires 
than on any other kind. 


32 x 314 All-Weather Tread Cord $25.50 33x41 All-Weather Tread Cord $42.85 
‘ 


t All-Weather Tread Cord $32.40 34x4'4 All-Weather Tread Cord $43.90 


30x 314 All-Weather Tread Cord..$18.00 33x4 All-Weather Tread Cord $33.40 35x5 All-Weather Tread Cord $54.75 
(Manufacturer's Tax Extra) 
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Copyright 1922, by The Goodyear Tire & Rubber Co 
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(Continued 
to each sister, that the two girls went 
off to the dance feeling thoroughly  ill- 


tempered. 
What would you like me to read you, 


Uncle Hector?” asked Jasmine when the 
house was silent 

“Well, really, 1 dont know,” he said 
I don't think theres anything nowadays 
worth reading. I dont care about these 
modern writers. I dont understand them. 
But if they came to me as patients, I 
should know how to prescribe for them.” 

“Shall 1 read you some Dickens?” Jas- 
mine suggested 

“Its hardly worth while beginning a 


long novel at this time of the evening 
I might read you The Christmas Carol.” 


“Oh, 1 know that by heart,” said Sit 
Hector. 

“Well, what shall I read you? — Shall 
I read you something from Thackeray's 
Book of Snobs?” 

No, | know that by heart, too,” said 
Sir Hector. 

If you don’t like modern writers, and 


you know all the other writers by heart 


“Well, if you want to read something 
aid Sir Hector at last, as if he were 
gratifying a spoilt child, “you had better 


read me Mr. Balfour's speech in_ the 
House last night.” 

It was lucky for Mr, Balfour that Sit 
Hector had not been present when he 
made the speech, for at every other line 
he ejaculated “Rot! Unmitigated rot! 
Rubbish! The man doesn’t know what 
he’s talking about! What an = absurd 
statement! Read that again, will you, 


my dear? I never heard such piffle!” 


N spite of Sir Hector’s interruptions, 

Jasmine stumbled through Mr. Bal- 
jour’s speech, and she was just going to 
begin Mr. Asquith’s reply when the door 
of the bedroom opened and Uncle Matthew 
walked in 


Sir Hector’s first instinct when this ap- 
parition presented itself was to grab the 
thermometer and take his temperature. 


but perceiving that Jasmine was as much 
surprised as himself and that it certainly 
not a feverish delusion, he stammered 
out a greeting. 

“I dont advise 
room, though,” he 
dreadful cold 

“I thought 
Uncle Matthew 

“Well, Im 
dinary thing. 
cannot imagine,” 
ing when Uncle 
Jasmine always 
Sir Hector was 
she could 
that both Sir 


was 


you to come into this 
said. “I have got a 
you were never ill,” said 
extraor- 
this cold I 


not It’s a 
Where I got 
Sir Hector was declaim- 
Matthew cut him short 
felt like giggling when 
talking to his uncle. he 
not get used to the idea 
Hector and herself should 
address him as Uncle Matthew. She was 
still young enough to conceive all people 
over fifty merged in contemporary senility. 

I thought you were going to a dance,” 
said Uncle Matthew to Jasmine 

“Oh, Jasmine very kindly offered to stay 
hehind and look after me.” Sir Hector 
explained. 

“Well, 
Matthew 

His nephew stared at him 

“Ves, [I'll look after you.” the old gen- 
tleman reneated ‘What time do you take 
medicine? Vow had better get along 
to the dance,” he said to Jasmine. 
But Jasmine cant go off to a 
herself Sir Hector protested 
“Can't she?” said Uncle Matthew. 
“Well, then T'll go with her, and Selina 
shall look after you.” 

He went to the door 
stairs to his housekeeper. 

{ never heard anything so 
Sir Hector objected 

“Didn't you?” said the old gentleman 
sardonically I'm surprised to hear that 
You've been listening to the sound of your 


most 


cause 


I'll look after you,” said Uncle 


vour 


dance 
by 


and called down- 


ridiculous,” 


own voice for a good many years now, 
haven't you?” 

Perhaps Sir Hector’s cold was worse 
than one was inclined to think, from his 
grumbling, for if he had not been feeling 
very ill the prospect of being left in 
charge of Selina must have cured him in- 
stantly 

“When do you take your medicine?” 
asked Uncle Matthew 


The old gentleman was evidently deter- 
mined that whatever else was left undone 
for his nephew’s comfort, he should have 
his full dose of medicine at the hands of 
the housekeeper. Selina came into the 
room and settled herself down by the bed 
with an air of determination that plainly 
showed the patient what he was in for. 
Selina’s new and more optimistic creed 
would probably not tend far to in- 


so as 


} ~ ’ y 

kenzte s N Oovel 
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clude Sir Hector Grant among the saved 
and what between the patient 


. pessimism 
about his state in this world and Selina’s 
pessimism about his state in the world to 


come, Jasmine felt that if she was ever 
xoing to be appreciated by Uncle Hecto; 
she should be appreciated by him that 
night Meanwhile Uncle Matthew, afte 
settling his nephew, was hurrying — her 
down-stairs ; : 

“LT have found you zown aiter all 
he announced, “and a much prettier gown 
than anything you could find in London 
nowadays. Ii that gown yesterday cost 
thirty-five guineas, the one | have sot for 
you would have cost a hundred and thir- 
ty-hve guineas. 

“Where is it? 

“Where is it?” her uncle repeated 
“Why waiting up-stairs in your bedroon 
of course, for you to put it on. Now be 
quick, because I don't want to be kept up 
all night by this ball. I have not been 
out as late as this for thirty-one years 
I'll give you a quarter of an hour to get 
ready.” 


ASMINE ran up-stairs to her room, where 

she found Hargreaves and Hopkins 
standing in astonishment before the dress 
which Uncle Matthew had brought her 
The fragrance of rosemary and _ lavender 
pervaded the air, and Jasmine realized that 
it came from the frock. Uncle Matthew 
was right when he said that it was unlike 
any frock that could be found nowadays 

“Wherever did he get it?” wondered 
Hargreaves. 

“It's beautiful material,’ said Hopkins 
Jasmine was not well enough versed in the 
history of feminine costume to know how 
exactly to describe the frock; but she saw 
at once that it belonged to a bygone gen- 
eration, and she divined in the same in- 
stant that it was one of the frocks belong- 
ing to Uncle Matthew's dead wife, one oi 
the frocks that all these vears had been 
kept embalmed in one of the trunks which 
were never opened except when he was 
alone. It was an affair of many flounces 
and furbelows, the color nankeen and ivory 


the material very fine silk with good 
deal of Mechlin lace 
“Whoever saw the like of it?’ demanded 


Hargreaves 
“Whoever did?” Hopkins echoed 
“It would be all right if it had been 
a fancy dress ball,” said Hargreaves 
“Of course, it would have been lovely 
it had been a fancy dress,’ Hopkins agreed 
“Well, though it isn’t a fancy dress ball, 
said Jasmine, “I am going to wear it 
The maids held up their hands in aston- 
ishment, But Jasmine knew that the crisis 
of her lite had arrived Ii she failed in 
this crisis, she saw before her nothing but 
fifteen dreary years stretching in a vista 
that ended in the sea front at Bognor 
She realized that. if she rejected this dress 
and failed to recognize what was probably 
the first disinterested and kindly action 
of Uncle Matthew since his wife's death 


I 


she should forfeit all claims to considera- 
tion in the future. Along with her sharp 
sense of what her behavior meant to her 
in the future, there was another reason 
for wearing the dress, a reason that was 
dictated only by motives of consideration 
for Uncle Matthew himself It seeme 
to her that it would be wicked to reject 


what must have cost him so much emotion 
to provide. What embarrassment | 
consciousness was not worth while if it 
i the sympathy ol 


or séil- 


was going to repay 

old man so long unaccustomed to show 
sympathy? What if every one in the roo 
did turn round and stare at her? What if 
her aunt raged and her cousins decided 
that she had disgraced them by her ec- 
centric attire? What if Harry Vibart 
muttered his thanks to Heaven for having 
escaped from a mad _ girl like herself? 
Nothing really mattered except that she 


should be brave, and that Uncle Matthew 
should be able to congratulate himseli on 
his kindness. 

HILE Jasmine was driving from Har- 

ley Street to the Empress Rooms, she 
felt like an actress before the first night 
that was to be the turning-point ol her 
career. She was amused to find that 
Uncle Matthew had again borrowed the 
Eneas Grants’ brougham, and she could 
almost have laughed aloud at the thought 
of Uncle Hector’s being dosed by Selina: 
but presently the silent drive — Uncle 
Matthew was more voluminously mufiled 
than ever—deprived her of any capacity 
of being amused, and the thought of her 
arrival at the dance now filled her with 
gloomy apprehension. The brougham was 
jogging along slowly enough, but to Jas 

(Concluded on page 102) 
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~o Técla Pearls alone belongs the credit 
> for having made the great cost of Ori- 


ental Pearls unnecessary and the superi- 
ority of Oriental Pearls unintelligible! 


JIS. Sfth t /lvenue New 
IO Rue de Ia Paix. Paris 
7 Old Bond Street, London 


Técla 
Pearl 
Necklaces 
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$100 to $350 
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THE RUSTLE OF 
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(Continued 

and feared for his utter disregard for per- 
sonal aggrandizement and the salary that 


went with it. 
No wonder, therefore, that he was tired. 


He had been under a long and continual 
strain. In Parliament he found himseli 
still dealing with the men who had sui- 


fered from brain anemia before the war and 
had, therefore, been unable ever to believe, 
in spite of Lord Roberts, that war was 
possible—that same body of professional 
politicians who were mentally and physi- 
cally incapable of looking at the numerous 


problems of the hour, the day and the 
week with sanity and with courage. At 
home, if such a word could be used for 
Dover Street, there was Feo, who had no 


more right to be under his roof than any 
one of the women that passed him in the 
street ee 

He was a tired and lonely man on the 
verge of complete disillusionment, disap- 
pointed with his fellow ministers and deep- 
iy disappointed with the suspicion and 
jealousy which had grown up between Eng- 


land and her Allies, It seemed to him, 
also, that the blank refusal of the United 
States to have anything to do with the 
League of Nations, even as revised from 
the original draft of President Wilson, 
jeopardized the future of the world and 


gave Germany a spring-board which one 
of these days she would not fail to use. 
In spite of her reluctantly made promises 
she was very busy inventing new and dia- 
bolical weapons of war and taking out 
patents for them in Washington while pre- 
tending to observe the laws laid down by 


the Allies as to her disarmament and the 
manufacture of war materials under her 
treaty obligations. Krupps had designed 
new methods of artillery fire control, new 
fuses for projectiles, new gas engines, new 
naval fire control devices, new parts for 
airplanes, new chemicals and new radio 
apparatuses To what end? 


In the face of these facts he could per- 
fectly well understand the French atti- 
tude, hysterical as it seemed to be. They 
knew her for a liar, a cheat and an ever- 
lasting enemy, and whenever Fallaray re- 
turned from those interminable conferences 
in Paris he did so with the recollection 


upon him of something in the eyes of 
Foch, and other Frenchmen whose love of 
country was a religion, that put a touch 


of fear into his soul. What were they all 
doing, these politicians of England, of the 
United States, of Italy? Were they not 
those very same ostriches who, during all 
the years that led up to the war, had hid- 
den their heads in the sand—the same 
heads, precisely the same sand? 

\s he entered the House that afternoon 
to be heckled with questions which he 
dared not answer truthfully he wished that 
he had been born not to politics but to 
sportsmanship. He wished that he had 
carried on his undergraduate love of games, 
had kept himself fit, had joined the army 
subaltern in August, “14, and _ had 
the German bullet upon which his 
name had been written. In such a way. 
at any rate, he could better have served 
his country than by being at that grave 
moment an impotent piece on the political 
chess-board. Both publicly and _private- 
ly this man felt himself to be a failure 
In the House of Commons he was imore 
or less friendless, regarded as an_ unre- 
liable party man. In his home he was a 
lodger, ignored by the woman who ran his 
without love, kind- 


as 


found 


ol 


house He was joy, 

ness, the interest and devotion of any one 
sweet person who could put her soit fingers 
on his forehead and give him back his 
optimism. He was like Samson, shackled 


to the windlass which he pushed round and 
round with gradually diminishing strength. 
[oe \ spent the afternoon with Ernest 

Treadwell. Loyalty to her old friend 
took her to the Public Library on her way 
back to lunch to ask him to fetch her for 
a little walk in the afternoon. The flash 
of joy that came into that boy's eyes at 
the sight of her rewarded her well and suf- 
ficiently To tell the truth, she would 
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of hali a dozen customers, emitted a howl 
oi rage. Getting up from his chair he. 
hind the glass screen he wobbled into the 
back parlor where Lola was seated with 
Ernest deciding as to whether they should 
take the motor bus to Wimbleton Common 
or the train to Windsor. With an air of 
comic drama, though he did not intend it to 
be comic, the watchmaker flung the tele. 
gram upon the crowded table. The remain 
of lunch hobnobbed with pristine kodaks, 


tissue paper, balls of string and empty 
cardboard boxes. The telegram fell on a 
pat of butter, and to Ernest lreadwell’s 


imaginative eye it looked like a hand-gre- 
nade stuck into a blob of clay. To him 
somehow, there was always something sinis- 
ter about a telegram. Was this one going 
to ruin the brief happiness of his afternoon? 


T was from Feo and ran like this ba 

shall need you at six o'clock. ‘ 
you had better be at Dover Street 
thirty am dining in town.” 

Lola read these words over again and 
again. Windsor was impossible. Even the 
trip to Wimbleton Common could not be 
made. But how was this going to affect 
the Carlton at seven-thirty? She longed 
above all things to get into the clothes 
once more and the proper social surround- 
ings of Madame de Brézé, and hear people 
talking what had become her own Janguage 
and listen to the music of a good orchestra. 


Sor ry. 
at five- 


She felt that she deserved another ad- 
venture with Chalfont. This erratic twist 
by Lady Feo, whose movements seemed 
that week-end to resemble those of the 


woodcock, shattered all these plans, At 
least, did they? Not if she knew it. 
Well, there it is,” she said, and gave 
the telegram to Ernest Treadwell, who had 
been watching her face with the most pain- 
jul anxiety. “She who must be obeyed. 
I'm afraid this means that all we can do 
is to wander about for a couple of hours 
and that our little jaunt to Windsor must 
be postponed. And we never went to 
Hampton Court to see the crocuses, did 


we? Bad luck.” But while she was speak- 
ing her brain was hitting all its cylinders 
and racing ahead. She would go to the 
Carlton, Lady Feo or no Lady Feo. She 
would get her dress from Mrs. Rumbold 
with her shoes and stockings, and take 
them to Dover Street. She would have to 
dress at Dover Street, bribe Ellen to get 
her a taxicab and slip down at twelve 
o'clock to let her in at the area door. 


That must be the plan of action whatever 
the risks might be. 

She sprang to her feet and flung an arm 
round her father’s neck, her disappointed, 
affectionate father who had looked forward 
to a merry evening at the local music hall 
and to one of the old-time Sundays when 
he could march out in his best clothes and 


show off Lola to the neighbors. 

‘It's life, Daddy,” she said, “It can't 
be helped. You have your wrist-watches. 
I have Lady Feo. What's the good of 
grumbling? Tell mother when you get the 
chance. At the moment she is busy and 
mustn't be disturbed. Come on, Ernest, 
let's go.” 

But Ernest had other views, now that 
the country was impossible. ‘I’ve got 


something in my pocket I want to read to 
you,” he said. ‘Might we go up to the 
drawing-room, do you think?” 

That was excellent. That made things 
ever so much easier. She could give Ernest 
until four o'clock, or a little after, and 
then get rid of him, go round to Mrs. 
Rumbold and get eventually to Dover Street 
in time to have everything ready for Lady 
Feo on her arrival. 

And so they went up-stairs, and opened 
up the aloof room with its persistent and 
insular odor of the Sabbath and antimacas- 
sars, and drew up chairs to the window. 
The row of houses opposite, which had 
been converted into shops, were bathed in 
the afternoon sun. A  florist’s windows 
alight with flowers looked like a line irom 
Tennyson in the middle of a financial arti- 
cle in a newspaper. Traffic roared in the 
street below but did not quite succeed in 
weather-beaten piano accom- 


much have preferred to devote the whole drowning a ‘ lant “She 
of that afternoon to day dreams, but she  panying a throaty baritone singing, ne 
knew, no one better. the peculiar temper- dwelt amid the untrodden wiys. «+ 
ment of young Treadwell and his hungry And h’oh the diff-eren-ce ter me ." 
need of the inspiration which she alone With a thoughtfulness that peuge ; 
could give him, But just as the boy ar- Ernest Treadwell to be exquisite Lola hog 
rived a telegram was handed in addressed the window, so that she might not hag obs 
abruptly to “Breezy. 77 Queen's Road, single word that she was about 4 eo 
Bayswater. It was opened, naturally Without any preliminaries and with t 
enough, by John, who, to the astonishment (Continued on page 96) 
ae “eyr - aassat? O 

Did vou see that very smart, satirical play, “Upstairs and Down 

Its authors. Frederic and Fanny Hatton, have written some of the 

eavest of Broadway successes. Harper’s Bazar will soon publish a 


hort play by them. Its very fetching title is, “The Fieid of Battle 
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The 
Outline of Youth 


— it shall not pass 


ASHION is but the re-creation ot the charm and allure of youth. Fashion denies 

age —and defeats it. 

Youth is lithe and alive, pulsating with thesinuous, unconscious grace of wild things. 
There is no hardness or fixity of line. The outline of youth is soft and yielding to a 


thousand pliant poses. sa 
Youth is of the open air—the fairway and surf and court. It expresses the symmetry »> 
of motion, rather than of moulded form. 

DeBevoise Brassieres were conceived in the spirit or youth-—to hold it—to 
rectify it, perhaps, but never to change it. 

Just as there are many types of figures, there are many styles of DeBevoise \ 
Brassieres; but each style serves to bring the figure for which it was i; 
designed closer to the slim beauty of the perfect youthful outline. : 

The “Willoway,” shown on the figure above, is admirably suited 
to the normal, active figure. It supports without imprisoning. It tends 
to lengthen and soften body curves, forming the figure into straight, 
athletic lines, yet permitting that freedom of motion so essential in 
dancing and every form of sport. 


DANSEWAY 
To be worn with eve- 
ning or dance frocks. 





The “Youthsway,” shown at right, is a bandeau with an \ be eS 
elastic waist line to be worn with a topless corset. Its clever en 
construction serves to straighten the bust line. 
A ™ There are over three hundred styles of DeBevoise Brassieres. Tan 
)» They express a high development of the artistry of needlework P mt | 


and are exquisite as to material and trimmings. Above all—they 
Sa Ve satisfy, in peculiar degree, the purpose of every woman to retain YN 
~ ‘ - : y 
\ her youthful outline. 
x 


Pris } Send for an illustrated booklet which will aid your selection. YOUTHSWAY 
ae Ask your favorite store for “Debb-E-Voice. A topless corset Ban- 
. deau with elastic wz 
\ Made, Labeled and Guaranteed by as which got 


CHAS. R. DeBEVOISE CO., Newark, N. J. straight, girlish figure. 


World's oldest and largest Brassiere manufacturers 


FO R A Y 


* 
A close figure 
forming made CV l 
in deligh 1ations 


of lace videry. << _ = 
- Brassieres - that - Beautify -. 
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HIS time of the year is a very trying one for women. 
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oneself, indeed, “‘between the devil and the deep blue sea.” If 
one decides to spend the winter on the edge of the Southern Seas, 
the hot sun’s rays will burn the skin, make it sallow and lusterless. 
If in search of exhilarating winter sports, one spends the season 
amidst the fairy scenes of Lake Placid or similar resorts or tolerates 
the penetrating, bitter winds of our cold cities, the problem is even 
a more anxious one, for the sensitive skin will chap, the tender lip 
membrane break, the cheeks and nose become pinched, red or purple. 

Beautiful gowns, gorgeous furs and bewitching millinery, so far 
from helping along, make the violent contrast between their magnifi- 
cence and the charm-bereft face nothing short of farcical. 

Madame Rubinstein has spent years of study of the laws which 
govern beauty of the complexion and the prevention of its troubles, 
due to climate conditions. 

So whether the habitat be South or North, East or West, in the 
same manner as Mme. Rubinstein has for these many years safe- 
guarded the complexions of famous Beauties of Europe, whether 
they wintered in St. Moritz or on the Riviera, in Norway or in Egypt, 
in Russia or in the East Indies, she will also safeguard your com- 
plexion with the aid of the same precious talismans a description of 


which follows below: 


VALAZE BEAUTIFYING SKIN- 
FOOD is a preparation so uni- 
versally known, that it is noticed 
here merely by way of a remind- 
er as the one support and main- 
spring of that general lively and 
health-bringing skin action with- 
out which no woman's complex- 
ion can possibly subsist in true 
beauty for any length of time. 
It is therefore essential at all 
seasons of the year and indis- 
pensable to every woman what- 
ever her age. Price, $1.25, $2.50 
and $7.00 a jar. 


VALAZE SUNPROOF AND 
WINDPROOF CREAM: The 
most unique of all face prepara- 
tions, the application of which 
before going outdoors actually 
prevents both summer and 
winter freckles, and preserves 
the skin's softness and smooth- 
ness in spite of most reckless ex- 
posure to sun, high winds, strong 
or sea air. Price, $1.10, $2.20, 
$3.30 and up. 


VALAZE BAUME ROSE is a 
preparation of the same type as 
the last, but intended for skins 
which incline to dryness. Price, 
$1.75, $3.50 and $6.00 a jar 


Both these preparations make 
excellent foundations for powder. 


VALAZE BAUME BLANC, a 
healing and soothing balsam for 
redness, irritation and soreness 
of the skin; invaluable also for 
blotches and pimples. Price, 
$1.75, $3.50 and $6.00 a jar. 


VALAZE SKIN - TONING 
LOTION SPECIAL, an exquisite 
emollient and calming anti- 
wrinkle wash to be used to 
freshen up the skin, prevent and 
counteract its dryness. Yields 
to the skin delightful natural 
humidity. Price, $2.25, $4.50 
and up, a bottle. 


CREME ANTHOSOROS, a true 
cream of luxury which originated 
in the famous French Empire 
period; restores Jissomness and 
flawless skin-texture around the 
eyes and eliminates crowsfeet; 
also for dryness of the skin 
on the throat. Price, $1.75,$3.50, 
$6.00 and up, a jar. 


VALAZE BEAUTY FOUNDA. 
TION CREAM, an_ out-door 
cream ensuring wonderful ad- 
hesion of powder; for normal 


and somewhat oily skins. Price, 


$1.10, $2.20 and up. 
VALAZE CREAM OF LILIES, 


another out-door cream for dry 
skins. Price, $1.50, $3.00 and 
up. Both these out-door creams 
produce that delightful ‘‘mat’’ 
tone which is so attractive. 


ROUGE EN CREME (Boite 
dorée)—a_ rich ‘“‘humanized” 
fruit hue, luscious, limpid, lasting 
betraying no artificiality. $2.00. 
This identical quality in a more 
elaborate container, $6.50. 


SPECIALTIES IN POWDER— 
Madame Rubinstein has made 
a special study of powders and 
is the only specialiste who sup- 
plies face powders for various 
skin conditions: Valaze Com- 
plexion Powder for normal and 
oily skin, and Novena Poudre for 
dry skin. At $1.00, $1.50, $2.50 
and $5.50 a box. Also, Poudre 
No. 3, which is not to be used for 
the whole face, but only for such 
parts of it as are inclined to be 
red, glossy, or “shiny,” as the 
nose and chin, the whole face 
then to be powdered over with 
ordinary powder, $1.50. 


Madame Rubinstein will gladly answer any inquiry as 


to her specialties. 
cents on the dollar and pro rata 
Mississippi River prices are 5‘ 


duty and exchange. 


lira fiherpli 


PARIS 
126 Fbg. St. Honore 


NEW YORK 
46 W. 57th Street 


ATLANTIC CITY 


1515 Boardwalk 


When ordering, add war tax of four 
For points west of 
higher; in Canada plus 


LONDON 
24 Grafton Str., W.1 


CHICAGO, ILL. 
30 N. Michigan Ave. 


Depots, Agents and Licensees: 


AKRON, CHIO, M. O'Neil Co.; BALTIMORE, 
MD., O'Neill & Co.; BOSTON, MASS., E. T. 
Slattery & Co.; BUFFALO, N. Y., Wm. Hengerer 


Co.; CHATTANOOGA, TENN., Morrison's; 
CLEVELAND, OHIO, Halle Bros.; COLUMBUS, OMAHA, NEB., 
OHIO, Morehouse Martens Co.; DALLAS, 


TEXAS, Sanger Bros.; DAYTON, OHIO, C. S. 
Ball Candy Co.; DENVER, COLO., Daniel Fisher 
Stores Co.; DETROIT, MICH., Geo. M. Schletter 
Pharmacy; FT. WORTH, TEXAS, Sanger Bros.; 
INDIANAPOLIS, IND.,L. S. Ayres Co.; KANSAS 
CITY, MO., Emery Bird Thayer Co.; LOS AN- 
GELES, CAL., N. B. Blackstone & Co.; 
NEAPOLIS, MINN., The Dayton Co.; MONT. 
GOMERY, ALA., Hamrick Drug Co.; MONTREAL, 


MIN- 





Paine Drug Co; 


CANADA, Goodwin's Ltd.: NASHVILLE, TENN. 
Warner Drug Co.;: NEW HAVEN, CONN., Taft 
Pharmacy; NEW ORLEANS, LA., Katz & Best- 
hoff, Ltd., and Mrs. C. V. Butler, 8017 Zimple St.; 
PHILA- 
DELPHIA, PA.. Strawbridge & Clothier; PITTS- 
BURGH, PA., McCreery & Co.; PROVIDENCE, 
R. I., Gladding D. G. Co.; ROCHESTER, N. Y., 
SAN FRANCISCO, CAL., City of 
Paris Store, and Ida Martin, 561 Sutter St.; 
SCRANTON, PA., Jermyn Drug Co.; ST. LOUIS, 
MO., Famous & Barr Stores; ST. PAUL, MINN. 
Field Schlick Co.; UTICA, N. Y., Dan J. Sullivan: 
WASHINGTON, D. C., Wardman Park Pharmacy 


Burgess-Nash Co.; 
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| 
| colossal egotism that is part and parcel of 
poetry writing the young librarian took 
from his pocket a wad of manuscript, and 


in a curious monotone commenced to read 


}his epic. It was in blank verse and ran 
to about sixteen pages. It retold the 
old story of Paolo and Francesca, not in 


the manner of Stephen Phillips and not in 
imitation of Masefield or any of the younger 
poets, but in the Treadwell way—jerky, 


| explosive and here and there out of key; 





| Rumbold’s was up in her room. 





but for all that filled with a rough pic- 
turesqueness and passion, with a quite ex- 
traordinary sense of color and feeling which 
held Lola breathless from beginning to end. 
It was this boy’s greatest eifort on which 
he had been working for innumerable 
months, burning the midnight oil with the 
influence of Lola upon him, and his great 
love which lifted him into ecstasy. 


And when he had finished and ventured 
to look into her face he saw there some- 
thing that crowned his head with laurels 
and filled his heart with tears. 

“Oh,” she said. “Oh . Ernie, 
you've done it. It’s beautiful. You are 
a poet. However far behind them all, you 
are in the line of great singers.” And 


she reached out for the manuscript and 
saw that on the first page, in angular, boy- 
ish writing, there were the words, “To Lola 
of whom I| dream.’ 
Simpkins, Treadwell, Chalfont—but, oh, 
where was Fallaray, her hero, the man 
who needed love? 


HEN Feo bounced into her room a lit- 

tle aiter five-thirty she found a per- 
fectly composed and eflicient Lola who had 
laid out a selection of her mistress’s most 
recent frocks with the accompanying shoes 
and stockings. There was nothing about 
the girl to indicate her latent excitement 


and her determination under any circum- 
stances to keep her appointment at the 
Carlton, The cardboard box from Mrs. 


Ellen had 
been interviewed and had promised to slip 


down and open the area door at twelve 
o'clock. 

Feo nodded and gave one of her widest 
smiles. “Good for you, Lola.’ she said. 


“If you had been out for the day or some- 
thing I should, of course, have been able 
to do my hair, dress and get off—but not 
so well as when you're here. If it came 
to a push I suppose I could do everything 
jor myself, even cook my breakfast, but 
| should hate it and it wouldn't give me 
any pleasure. That one,’ she said, and 
pointed to a most peculiar frock that looked 
like the effort of the over-conscientious 
chameleon when it endeavored to imitate 
the tartan of the Argyle and Sutherlands. 
It was a very chaos of colors, but she was 
in the highest spirits and evidently felt 
in a riotous mood. 

And while she gave herself up to Lola, 
in order to have a few deep waves put 
in her wiry bobbed hair, she babbled as 
though she were talking to Mrs. Malwood 
or one of her other particular friends. 

“[ don't know what the devil's happened 
to this week-end,” she said. “Every blessed 
thing’s gone wrong. That glossy scound- 
rel at Chilton—good Lord, I must be more 
careful—and all those dullards at Ayles- 
bury! We played bridge nearly all night 
ind no ever doubled. It was like 
going to a race meeting and finding the 
anti-vice brigade where the bookies ought 


one 


to be. [ simply couldn't stay there another 
night, so I slept until four o'clock this 
ifternoon, had a cup of tea in my room 


and dashed up. To-night I hope for better 


things. An old friend of mine- -and really 
old friends have their points—got back 
irom India yesterday. I saw his name in 
the paper and rang him up at the Rag. 
We're going to dine and dance and so 
| forth, quite like old times, so do your best 
vith me, Lola. I haven't seen this man 
for five years Don't allow any of them 


to remain round my eyes. Oh, by the way, 
I'm really awfully sorry to have smashed 
}up your plans, and I don't see how you 
}can go back to your father and mother to- 
| morrow, because I shall want to be dressed 
about ten and [I shall be home 
again to sleep. So it pretty well rots your 
lay. Lola. Never mind, I'll see that you 
a little holiday before long.” 


o'clock 


l 
have 


AND she smiled up into Lola’s face and 
4 for the moment looked very womanly 
ind charming and perfectly sincere. For all 
her curious tangents and unexpected twists 
ind the peculiar hardness and unscrupulous 
elfishness that she brought into her deal- 
|} ings with everyone, this woman had good 
points: and even when she hurt her friends 
deeply she had an unexplainable knack of 
retaining their loyalty She really liked 
| Lola and admired her and would have gone 


very far out of her way to look 
her . . . . The pity of it wa 
had not been born a man. 

She babbled on while Lola polished he 
up, and did all those quite unnecessary 
things which modern life has invented red 
women beiore they will show themselves 
to the public, In the frankest possible way 
and without the least reserve she roughed 
out the history of the man who had come 
back—-a pucca soldier who had been me 
India since the war and was one of Feo’s 


alter 
> that she 


earliest friends. He had loved her yio- 
lently, been turned down for Fallaray and 
had never married. It so happened that 


he had not seen Feo during his periods oj 
leave while the war was on and had told 
her over the telephone that if he didn't 
see her then, at once, he'd either have apo- 
plexy or be taken to Bow Street for smash- 
ing the town. Feo laughed when she re- 
peated this. 

‘And he would, she said. “He's 
just that sort. Those tall dark men with 
a dash of the Oriental in them somewhere 
go through life with the apparent  indif- 
ference of a greyhound until the bursting 
point comes, and when they give way 
whew, look out for the splinters.” j 

She was excited, almost as excited as 
Lola was. And finally, dressed and scented, 
with her nails pink and her full lips red- 
dened, she had never looked more charac- 
teristically Feo, more virile, more audacious, 
more thoroughbred and at the same time 
more bizarre 

“Now for the Ritz,’ she said (ah, then 
the Carlton was safe), turned at the door, 
and in a moment of impulse took a diamond 


too,” 


bracelet from her wrist and pitched it 
to Lola as though it were a tennis ball 
“Youre a jolly good sportsman, child,” 


she added, with her widest smile. 

All the way down-stairs she 
aria from “Le Coq Or,” a strange, wist- 
ful, moonlit thing, And _ hardly had 
she gone before Lola seated herself at the 
dressing-table, where she, commenced 
those operations which would transform 
her into a woman of the world. 


sang an 
too, 


ND then, with her nose in the air and 

her hands folded over her tummy, Miss 

Breezy marched into the drtessing-room 
“Oh,” she said, which was quite enough. 

And Lola sprang to her feet, caught in 
the act of using her mistress’s make-up. But 
it was so long, or it seemed to be so long, 
since she had held any conversation with 
her aunt that nearly all sense of relation- 
ship had faded out. This was Miss Breezy, 
the housekeeper, natural enemy of servants 
and on the lookout especially to find some- 
thing which would form the basis of an 
unfavorable report in regard to Lola. 

“Good afternoon, Miss Breezy.” 

“Oh, don't be absurd. Im your aunt 
and there's no getting away from it. This 
playing of parts makes me impatient.” Her 
tone was snappy but there was, oddly 
enough, nothing antagonistic in her expres- 
sion. On the contrary—and this put Lola 
immediately on her guard—there was all 
about her a new air of armistice, an ob- 
vious desire to call off unfriendly relations 
and bury the hatchet 

The thought that ran through Lola’s head 
was, “What does she want to know?” 

With a touch of the adventurous spirit 
for which Lola had not given her credit the 
cood lady, who had recently somewhat in- 
creased in bulk, clambered into Feo’s ex- 
traordinary chair, in which she looked ex- 
actly as if she were waiting to have a tooth 


stopped. Her thinning hair, streaked with 


white, was scrupulously drawn away trom 
her forehead. Her black shiny dress was 
celi-consciously plain and prim, and she 
wore those very ugly elastic-sided boots 
with patent leather tips that are always 


somehow associated with Philistinism. She 
might have been the Chairwoman ot @ 
Committee of Motion Picture Censorship. 
“T spent Thursday evening with your moth- 
er and father,” she said. “I'm glad to 
hear business is improving. Young Pread- 


well was there—a precocious sort of per- 
son T thought.” 

“A poet,” said Lola 

“Poet, eh? Yes, I thought he was some- 
thing of that sort, If I were his mother 


Id spank the poetry out of him. What do 
we want poets for? Might as well have 
fiddlers to imitate whatever the mans nam 
was who played frivolous tunes when some 
place or other was burning. Men should 

things 


work these days, not write sloppy 
about gravestones.” 
“He'll make his mark,” said Lola 
You should say a scratch,” corrected 
Miss Breezy “However, that iat ie 
15 De- 


point it appears that Simpkins 
come a friend of the family. 
(Continued on page 95 
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4] 7 If you like the frocr of Florence | é | | }) 
IG *\- you may order pattern through 1] Yo | ; y 
fp ©) cy Cheney Brothers, Ask for the 1) ! ite 
A HO pattern by name and state size de- nA 1 \ 
s] Ae) sie sired, The priceis $7.50, which | | , : Cinderella Silk is the smartly 
Cay amount should accompany order. \| =I FLORENCE UL | black-and-white patterned fabric 
oN Send check or money order to Cheney =a Us = of this surplice day-frock. The 
) Brothers, Fourth Avenue at ‘ pit f i 1 plaited gilet and sleeve puffs are 
5 (Cs Eighteenth Street, New York City Bac) of gray Crépe Jerlasta. 
fc i * = 4 a a at_atWa at at s+ +} 
HG SPRING INTRODUCES THE NEW SILKS 
a) SY" PRING—and the new Cheney _ fetching designs. Then there are 
Lots Silks make their debut, bowing the Crépes, of which Frostkrépe 
GO graciously to the lovely vagaries of and the wonderful Colorspun 
I) ey the mode. Crépes, are the very latest. There 
rt o* The Topping Twills come first, are glinting Cheney Satins and rich 
Prag , g LC 
with Cinderella and Foulards,each Cheney Failles,too,and the“swishy” sa | 
in a distinctive new collection of _ taffetas that youth loves best. #@Q 
[ 
Stores with a reputation for fine merchandise will be quite sure to z {t 
sell Cheney Silks, either by the yard or in garments ready to wear. sd 4 I, 
CHENEY BROTHERS 
wlary dl 
gth Avenue at 18th S:reet, New York a $4 
{c 
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“1 Ly 
1A \ 
ng . 

C oy. 

1 iar ‘ Te oe = : rie se 

er iter 74 —1(-1 878 41 cr -* ieuntal | ] i oe C Ls + 
Olt] ES OLS) BY 1G) Sib BS 1S) 3 61S) tH (515) Ga ws (U2) ate L ald 

r — a aA _— capes = b 
Ts r Ora ASST ~ We | = Soh Son8 fon So Sek SS oh Sole 7 
RAUF SUR en es nnn nner ens 











98 


The Clever Woman 


Stays 


W'! EN a 
woman is 
tired she goes on 
‘just an hour | 
longer.’’ She rv, 
hides weariness 
just as she hides aw 
pain, and thinks 
she is: clever! 
Asa matter of 
fact, she is not clever at all, for 
what suffers in silence she 
pays for in added years, in those 
tell-tale lines about the eves and 
mouth. 


she 


Men are so much wiser. When 
they are tired they rest; when 
they are ill they not only admit 
it but make considerable fuss as 
well 

And so the same years which 
place their unmistakable stamp 
on a woman, leave a man 
the smooth face of youth, 


with 


All women know this although 
they do not like to admit it. 


But women need longer 
have these lines of age, 
ging chin, those weary 
which belhe the youth in their 


There are three things 


no 
that sag- 
eves 
hearts. 
to do. 

lirst, when you are tired or 
ill, rest and take care of yourself. 


Second, mold away the marks 
t weariness or illness by the 
new Primrose House method. 


Third, keep the tell-tale signs 





“Here Dwells Youth” 


Young 


from coming at 
all by adopting 
the Primrose 
lLlouse way. 
lor from Prim- 
House has 
come a wonder- 
? ful Iace-Mold- 
ing Treatment 
which 
magical in its effeet—but which ts 
simply common sense based on 
knowledge. 


' rose 


seems 


sound physiological 
It holds out to every woman 
the priceless gift of good looks. 
Call at Primrose House if you 
can and let our Expert Diagnos- 
tician advise you, without charge. 
()r—if you cannot call- 


Send for the Confidential 
Diagnosis Sheet 

Our Diagnostician has pre- 
pared a Confidential Diagnosis 
Sheet which you may have simply 
for the asking. Better still, when 
you return this chart carefully 
filled out, you will receive a per- 
sonal letter advising you about 
your individual problems. 

Of course you know how 
Primrose Llouse came to be. A 
women, led by Elsie 
Waterbury Morris, who have 
spent and thousands of 
dollars in acquiring information 
in regard to beauty—for their 
own use—decided to go into busi- 
ness with this information 
their capital. 


group of 


years 


as 





Some 
tried for years with 


Rose Leaf Cleansing Cream: (Cleanses thx 


skin, removes all impurities, and steadily 
improves the texture of the skin. It will 
leave your skin scrupulously clean and 


with the fragrance of real rose leaves $1.04. 


This cream is the 


Face Molding Cream: 


medium for the famous Primrose Hous« 
Face Molding Treatment It renews and 
re ikis the tissues of the skin and fills 
up hollows under the eyes. If molded in 
for a few minutes daily, it will keep the 
skin firm and smooth $1.30, $3.12, $5.20 


Balsam Astringent: If you wish to reduc 


louble chin, make sagging muscles firm, 
tighten the skin or relieve puffiness under 
the eves, you will find nothing so satis 
factory as Balsam Astringent. It will keep 
the contour firm and young and it has the 
crisp, invigorating fragrance of a grove 
ot pi $4.16 
Porefiner: An astringent cream to reducs 
enlarged pores, refine the skin and relieve 
a tendency to superfluous oil and black 
heads. It will also relieve the shiny ap- 
pearance of the nose $1.3 


of the recipes these women have 
brilliant success are: 


Primrose Hand Cream: This is a faintly 
fragrant finishing cream in pure jelly 
form. Use it always after washing the 
hands to counteract the effect of the 
and always before going out. It gives the 
lovely smooth tinish and keeps 

and whit $1.04, $2.08. 


soap, 


hands a 


them soft 


Superfluous Hair: 
There is nothing that causes a woman so 
much misery and that so mars her beauty 
is superfluous hair. With this thought 
in mind the experts of Primrose House 
have given especial attention to the 
manufacture of a product that will really 
remove the hair without in any way in 
juring the skin The result has been 
Prim—a_ scientifically perfected prepara 
tion for removing superfluous hair, par- 
ticularly from the face. Its use will caus« 
the hair to grow softer and finally to dis- 


appear entirely. Box $4.18 

ou may come into Primrose Howse for 
a Prim Treatment, carefully given by a 
registered nurse, or you may use Prim 
quite easily in your own home, if you 
prefer 


Evste WATERBURY Morris—/ ice President 


PRIMROSE HOUSE 


Gallery B 


3 East 52nd Street 





New York 


| 


| name 


THE RUSTLE OF 


Cosmo 


(Continued from page 


Ah, so that was it. She had heard the 
gossip about Simpky and it was curiosity 
not kindness nor malevolence, which had 
brought her into the dressing-room. 


“Simpkins,” said Miss Breezy, “is a 
warm member. His father left him some 
money and he has saved. For Ellen, for 
Elizabeth, or even for Annie, whose father 
is a Baptist minister, he would make a 


have nothing to 
and she looked 


very desirable husband. 1 
say against him—for them 
Lola full in the eyes. 
And Lola nodded with entire agreement, 
udding, “Simpky is a good man 
“So there's nothing in that, 
that what you mean? 


then? Is 


“Nothing,” replied Lola. 
And Miss Breezy gave a sigh of relief. 
It was bad enough for her niece to have 


become a lady’s maid. 

Would she go now? Or was there some- 
thing else at the back of her mind? 

For several minutes Miss Breezy babbled 
rather garrulously about a number of quite 
extraneous things. She talked about the 
soldiers in the park, the coal strike, what 
was likely to happen during the summer, 
the effect of unemployment on prices, all 
obviously for the purpose of presently 
pouncing hawk-like on the unsuspecting 
Lola, who, as a matter of fact, had no in- 
tention of falling into any trap. 

“In yesterday’s Daily Looking Glass,” 
she said suddenly, “there was a short para- 
graph that set me thinking. I don't re- 
member the exact wording, but it was 
something like this: ‘A short time ago a 
beautiful young French woman, bearing a 
which occupies several interesting 
chapters in the past history of her country, 
paid a brief visit to London, dined at the 
Savoy with one of our best-known generals 
and disappeared as though she had melted 
with the morning dew. The said general, 
we hear on the best authority, was dis- 
traught and conducted several days’ search 
for his dinner companion. Inquiries were 
made at every hotel in town without success 
until the name of de Brézé became quite 
well known.’ ” 


OLA had caught her breath at the begin- 

“ning of this quotation which Miss 
Breezy obviously knew by heart, and had 
metaphorically clapped her hand over her 
mouth to prevent herself from crying out. 
But knowing that her aunt would turn 
round and fix her analytical eve upon her 
Lola immediately adopted an attitude of 
mild impersonal interest. 


The eve duly came, in fact both eyes, 
and they found Lola polite and uncon- 
cerned, the well-trained lady’s maid who 


was forced to listen to the gossip of her 
that was what it was! 
Good Heavens, how much did this woman 
know? And was she going, acting on in- 
stinct, to stay in that room until it would 
be too late for Lola to dress and keep her 
appointment “with one of our best-known 
generals?’’ Never before had Lola hung so 


overseer. . . . So 


| breathlessly on her aunt’s words. 


| 


“Did you read these lines by any 
chance?” 

“No,” said Lola 

“I asked your father if there was any- 


body of the old name in France and he 
said he didn’t think so. He said he under- 


stood from his grandfather that the name 
would die with him. It had already be- 
come Breezy in England. Somehow or 


other I think this is rather strange.” 

“Oh, I don't know,” said Lola. “You 
see, these famous names are never allowed 
to die right out. This Madame de Brézé 
is probably an actress who is just using the 
name to suit herself. It has a good ring 
to it.” 

“That may be so, and it’s true that act- 
resses help themselves to any name that 
takes their fancy. You, I remember, when 
you threatened to go into the chorus, talked 
about claiming relationship with Madame 
de Brézé.” And again she darted a sharp 
look at Lola. 

“T have the right to do that,” said Lola, 
quietly, but with a very rapid pulse. 

“Well, sometimes I go out of my way to 
satisfy a whim. It so happens that I have 
a friend in the detective department at 
Scotland Yard. I've asked him to keep his 
eve open for me and let me know what he 
finds out. As soon as he comes to me with 
any definite information I'll share it with 
you, Lola, you may be sure.” 

“Oh, thank you, Auntie. 


That’s very 


In Greek mythology, Medusa was a monster 
Josephine Das 


cut off by the heroic Perseus. 
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kind of you.” But being unable to force 
back a tide of color that swept slowly over 
her, Lola opened a drawe: the dressing- 
table and began to put back the various 
implements that she had used upon her 
mistress and herself. . . . To think of it! 
It was likely, then, that she was to be 
watched in future and that presently, per- 


| 
haps, the story of her harmless adventures 


would become the property of her aunt 
and her parents, of Treadwell and Simp- 
kins, and that the detective, whom she 


could picture with a tooth-brush mustache 
and flat feet, would one day march into 
the rooms of General Sir Peter Chalfont 
and say to him, “Do you know that your 
iriend Madame de Brezé is a lady’s maid 
in the employment of the wife of Mr, Fal- 
aray? 

With the peculiar satisfaction of one 
who has succeeded in making some one else 
extraordinarily uncomfortable Miss Breezy 
gathered herself together, scrambled out 
of the chair which might have belonged to 
a dentist and left the room like an elderly 
peahen who had done her duty by the 
world. ‘ 

And then, having locked the door, Lola 
returned to the dressing-table. “Detective 
or no detective I shall dine at the Carlton 


to-night,” she said to herself. “You see 

if I don't.” 

‘6 WANT you to meet my sister, one 
day soon,’ said Chalfont. “She's a 

good sort. You'll like her.” 


“I'm sure I shall,” said Lola. 
like me?” 

Chalfont laughed, and answered the 
question with a running look of complete 
admiration. Who could help liking a girl 
so charming, so frank, so cool, whose love 
of life was so young and so peculiarly un- 
spoilt? ‘You would do her good,” he said 
“Her husband was killed a week before the 
armistice. She adored him and is a lonely 
oul. No children, and will never marry 
again. She's looking after my place in 
Devonshire, buried alive. But I’ve per- 
suaded her to come to London and hook 
onto things a bit, and I'll bring you to- 
gether one day next week—if you're not 
going to disappear again. Are you?” 

Lola shrugged her shoulders. ‘So far 
as I know at present my plans will keep 
me in town until the end of June.” How 
could she be more definite than that? 

So Chalfont had to be satisfied and hope 
for the best. It was not his habit to drive 
people into a corner and force confidences 
He had told Lola where he was to be found 
and she had promised to keep in touch with 
him. That, at any rate, was good. “We 
haven't decided where to go to-night,” he 
said. “Don’t you think we'd better make 
up our minds?” 

Lola rose from the table. 


“Will she 


The pleasant 


dining-room at the Carlton was still well- 


filled, and the band was playing one oj 
those French things with an_ irresistible 
march time which carries the mind imme- 
diately to the Alcazar and conjures up a 
picture of an outdoor stage crowded with 
dancing figures seen through a trickle of 
cigaret smoke and gently moving branches 
of young leaves. 

“Don’t let’s make up our minds what 
we'll do till we get to the very doors. Then 
probably one or the other of us will have a 
brain wave, In any case I’m very happy 
I've loved every minute of this evening 
and it’s so nice to be with you again.” 

Chalfont touched her arm. He could 
not resist the temptation. “I'd sell my 
soul in return for a dozen such nights,” he 
said, and there was a Simpkins quiver In 
his voice and a Treadwell look of adora- 
tion in his eyes. He was in uniform, hav- 
ing later to return to the Guards encamp- 
ment in Kensington Gardens. They passed 
through the almost empty lounge into the 
hall with its cases of discreet, ruinous jewel- 
ry on the walls under gleaming lights, and 
there a man in plain clothes drew himsell 
up as Chalfont approached and clicked his 
heels. ; 

“Oh, hello, Ellingham,” said Chalfont 
“How are you, my dear chap? Thought 
you were in India.” bs: 

I was, sir. Got back yesterday. Curious 
place, London, by Jove.” 

Chalfont turned to Lola. 
Brézé, may I introduce my friend, 
Ellingham?” 

Those tall der’ 

(Coi 


“Madame 4 


Colonel 


with a touch of the 
page 100) 

ead was 

n’s new 


story bears the title, “Medusa’s Head,” an th h it’s a 
most modern story its very title promises i compli- 
cations. It will start in an early issue o, ; Bazar 
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Cabriolet $8900 









































There is no better motor car 
than Stevens-Duryea 


Stevens-Durven 


STEVENS-DURYEA, Inc., CHICOPEE FALLS, MASSACHUSETTS 

















































































Kenwood All Wool 


Bed Blankets are 
woven in both checks 
and solid patterns 


Comfort- 


ening weight sapping vitality, and defeating rest. 
unnecessary. Snuggle down under warm, light 


KENWOOD 
All Wool Bed Blankets 


Kenwoods banish the shivers, yet are so light in weight that 
sleep is a pleasure, a tonic, a rebuilder. 


ro 


Big, generous blankets, 72 x 8+ inches in size, of pure, new 
wool fabric, soft, fleeey and warm. Kenwoods are so made, 
being pre-shrunk from 100 inches to size (72 inches), that 


there is sound body-fabric to withstand wear and washing. 


There is additional advantage in the beautiful patterns and 
colorings—twelve combinations to from—either 
whipped all around with worsted, or finished with 3-inch 
satin ribbon across the ends. 





choose 


Ask your dealer for Kenwood All Wool Blankets. 


A folder—‘“*How the manufacture of 
paper created an all wool bed blan 
et’’—and description of other Ken- 


wood all wool comfort products will 
be mailed free on request. 


KENWOOD MILLS 


DEPARTMENT H, ALBANY, N. Y. 
Kenwood Mills, Ltd., Arnprior, Canada 


Cold Nights ond 


Icy fingers from the North, stinging frost that in the night 
creeps in and lays chill hands upon the coverlet. The cold 
grips and tightens. More bed clothes are required, a dead- 


It’s 
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Oriental in them somewhere. Lola 
caught her breath, but managed to smile 
and say the conventional thing. 


UT at the sound of her voice the woman 
who had been standing with her back 

to them talking to the obsequious maitr¢ 
ad’hotel whirled round. It was Feo, Feo 
with her eyes wide and round and full of 
the most astonishing mischief and amuse- 
ment, Feo with her mouth half open as 
though she were on the point of bursting 
into a huge laugh. . . . Lola, that discreet 
little Lola, that little London mouse, niece 
of the stiff old Breezy, daughter of those 
little people in Queen's Road, Bayswater, 
with a brigadier-general, if you please, the 
famous Sir Peter Chalfont with a comic 
cork arm, to catch whom every matchmak- 
ing mother had spread her net for years! 

Without turning a hair Lola held out her 
hand impulsively. ‘*My dear,” she said in 
a ringing voice, “I thought you told me 
that you were going to the Ritz.” 

Her own words as she had left her dress- 
ing-room came back into Feo’s' mind. 
“You're a jolly good sportsman, child.” . . . 
Well, although she could hardly believe her 
eyes and the incident opened up the widest 
range of incredulity, she would show this 
astonishing girl that there were other 
sportsmen about. ‘“We went to the Ritz,” 
she replied, as though to one of her gang, 
“but it looked hideously depressing and 
so we came on here.” And she went for- 
ward and put her arm round Lola's shoul- 
der in her most affectionate way. How 
well her old frock came out on that charm- 
ing figure. She suspected the shoes and 
stockings. ‘So this is what you do when 
the cat’s away!” 

And Lola laughed and said, ‘Oh, but 
doesn't one deserve a little holiday from 
time to time?” 

“Of course—and you who are so devoted 
to good causes.” 

“The best of causes and the most beau- 
tiful.’ Lola would return the ball until 
she dropped. 

Feo knew this and had mercy, but there 
was an amazing glint in her eyes. The lit- 
tle monkey! 

It was obvious to Lola that Feo had not 
met Chalfont, or else that she had met him 
and was not on speaking terms. Either 
way how could she resist the chance that 
had been brought about by this extraor- 
dinary contretemps? So she said, “Lady 


Feo, may I introduce my old friend, Sir 
Peter Chalfont-—-Lady Feodorowna Falla- 
ray.” 


It so happened that these two had not 
met, although Feo’s was not the fault. It 
was that Chalfont disliked the lady and 
had gone deliberately out of his way to 
avoid her acquaintance. He bowed pro- 
foundly Lola, her name was Lola. 
What a dear little name! 

“We've got a box at the Adelphi,” said 
Feo. “Berry's funny and Grossmith’s al- 
ways good. There's room for four. Won't 
you come?’ What did she care at the 
moment whether this invitation made El- 
lingham’s eyes flick with anger or not? All 


this was too funny for words. That 
little monkey! 
“Thanks so much,” said Lola with a 


slight drawl, “but it so happens that we’re 
going round to the House of Commons to 
hear a debate. Perhaps we can foregather 
some other night.” And she looked Feo 
full in the face, as cool as a fish. 


T didn’t matter what was said after that. 

There was a murmur from the other 
three and a separation, Ellingham march- 
ing the laughing Feo away, Chalfont cross- 
ing over to the hatroom greatly relieved. 
Lola, alone for a moment, stood in the 
middle of what seemed to be an ocean of 
carpet under hundreds of thousands of 
lights, with her heart playing ducks and 
drakes, but with a sense of thrill and ex- 


ultation that were untranslatable. ‘What 
a sportsman,” she thought. “But of 


course she noticed her stockings.” 

And when Chalfont returned to her side 
he said, “I don’t like your knowing that 
woman. You seem frightfully pally. You 
didn’t tell me that she was a great friend 
of yours.” 

“Well,” said Lola, “I haven't told you 
very much of anything, have I? That’s 
because I like to hear you talk, I sup- 
pose. 

“You draw me out,” said Chalfont, apo- 
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logetically. ‘But what's all this about the 
House of Commons? First I ve heard of 
84 99 


“Oh, just an idea,” said 
“Couldn't you wangle it?’ 
the word from him. 

“I don’t know a blessed soul in that 
monkey shop except Fallaray 

“Who better?” asked Lola. “Let's g0 
round, send in your name and ask M; 
Fallaray for a card.” ; 

“My dear Lola—I beg your pardon, | 
mean, my dear Madame de brézé—if ton 
remember, Fallaray didn't know me from 
Adam that night at the Savoy. I really 
don't think I can push myself in like that 
if you'll forgive me. Let's take a chance 
at the Gaiety. No one’s going to the 
theatre just now, There's sure to be plenty 
of room.” ¥ 

By this time they were in the street, 
with a huge commissionnaire waiting for a 
glance from Chalfont to bring up a taxi 
with his silver whistle. It was another 
lovely night, clear and warm and windless 

a night that would have been admirable 
for Zeppelins. Lola went over to the curb 
and looked up at all the stars and at the 
middle-aged moon. Think of that light 
so white and soft on the old gardens of 
Chilton Park. “Don't let's go in to 
a fuggy building,” she said. “Let's walk. 
London's very beautiful at night. If you 
won't take me to the House of Commons, 
at any rate walk as far as the Embank- 
ment. I want to see the river. I want 
to see the little light gleaming over Par- 


Lola lightly. 
She had caught 


liament. It’s just a whim.” 
“Anything you say,’ said Chalfont. 
What did it matter where they went so 


long as they were together? 
was her name. 


Lola—so that 


HEY crossed to Trafalgar Square, the 

figure of Nelson silhouetted against 
the sky. They went down Northumberland 
Avenue to the Embankment and crossed 
the road to the river side. The tide was 
high, but the old river was deserted and 
sullen. Westminster Bridge faced them, 
alive with little lights, and on the op- 
posite bank the dark buildings ran along 
until they joined the more cheerful looking 
St. Thomas’s Hospital whose every window 
was alight. Pre-war derelicts, who were 
wont to clutter the numerous seats, were 
back again in their old places, their dirty 
ranks swelled by members of the great new 
army of unemployed. Many of these had 
borne arms for England and wore service 
ribbons on their greasy waistcoats, Two 
or three of them, either from force of 
habit, or in a spirit of irony and burlesque, 
sprung up as Chalfont approached and 
saluted. It threw a chill through his veins 
as they did so—those gallant men who had 
come to such a pass. The House of 
Commons and the Victoria Tower loomed 
ahead of them. 

To Chalfont Parliament stood as a mere 
talking shop in which a number of un- 
inspired egotists schemed and struggled in 
order to cling to office and salaries while 
the rest answered to the crack of the party 
whip and used whatever influence they had 
for self-advertisement—commercializing the 
letters which they had bought the right 
to place against their names. He detested 
the place and the people it sheltered and 
regarded it as a great sham, a sepulcher 
of misplaced hopes and broken promises. 

But to Lola, who walked silently at his 
side, it symbolized the struggles of Falla- 
ray, stood dignified and with a beautiful 
skyline as the building in which that man 
might some day take his place as the in- 
spired leader of a bewildered and a patient 
country. And as she walked along on 
the pavement which had been worn by the 
passing of many feet, glancing from time 
to time at the water over which a pageant 
of history had passed, her heart swelled 
and her love seemed to throw a little 
white light round her head. Was it so 
absurd, so grotesque that she should have 
in a sort of way grown up for and given 
herself to this man who had only seen 
her once and probably forgotten her ex- 
istence? Sometimes it seemed to her not 
only to be absurd and grotesque but im- 
pudent—she, the daughter of the Breezys 
of Queen’s Road, Bayswater, the maid who 
put waves into the wiry bobbed hair 0! 
an irresponsible lady of fashion, and who 
from time to time masqueraded in the 

(Continued on page 102) 


Chambers of the Harper’s Bazar School Bureau is 


constantly visiting the best schools throughout the country. 
It is this firsthand knowledge that makes the informa- 
tion the Bazar School Bureau can give you so valuable. 











Ask for Wilsnaps by name 
Look for this card — orange-colored 
l0c everywhere 


REG. U.S. PAT. OF 


‘Fashion's Fastener 


WILSNAPS! 


Worthy of your own 
Handiwork 


Street dresses! Evening gowns! Simple 
morning frocks! Charming blouses! 
Follow the example of clever women 
everywhere and make them at home 
with the help of your seamstress. 

You, of course, will see that care in 
cutting is matched with equal care in 
finishing. You will remember—“a per- 
fect line is assured only by a perfect 
fastening.”’ You will want snaps which 
are worthy of your own handiwork— 
W ilsnaps. 

Hear that click? —That means Wil- 
snap security. Each Wilsnap snaps 
tight. Each Wilsnap releases right. 
Smooth of finish are these rust-proof 
Wilsnaps. You will thank the depend- 
able Wilsnap spring for your fastener 
“peace of mind.” 

Wilsnaps come in all sizes—on the un- 
mistakable orange-colored card. When 
you shop you will ask for them by name, 
will you not? Wilsnaps always will 
snap, wherever snap fasteners are used. 


THE WILSON FASTENER CO. 
(Cleveland 
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THI TOP 


DOME 
that 
right 


THE INTERLOCK 
trunk inside and 1SSUres you 
out in three places by Belber travels 
turning the lock up 
coping No ps 


your 


side 


| 

| 

| HEN closed, this handsome Belber wardrobe 

trunk impresses you with its rich brown color, 
its gleaming, substantial hardware, its all-over 
solidity. Open, it captivates you with its many 
refinements, its convenient arrangement, its sur- 
prising capacity, and the perfect harmony of its 
tasteful lining. It is an adornment to your room. 


This trunk is one of the new 

















Belbers—No. 888. It is strong. 
 ccoasanegatte It is beautiful. The Belber five- 
ply construction makes it last 
for years of constant travel. 
. Look at the features pictured 
t below. Here is a trunk that | 15 
i fulfills the desires of the most 7 
luxurious—a genuine Belber—at 
he . 
* a price which all can $65 
: afford to pay 
| | = : pa 
\ On the Pacific Coast, $70. 
Your dealer can get it for you. 
eee ee ae Padded _ ironing 
0 Hot, Wrue US. board fits flat and 
tight into back of 
trunk 
Highly polish ‘, — 
nickel plates ] ’ \ 4 with — 
drawe locking a iped con os t T } 
device. Locks every ment and str 
rene with t t "h ld. ele “ 4 ——L_iP . 
turn of the key ion = ~ Fag 
i ional 
(im 
\ 
“ ad = 
~ s 7 
_ 
| ° * 
| j ¢ 
Drawers 2 and 3. No iv es Large size laun- 
3 ia lady's hat-bor dry hag Heary 
For ertra large hat silk draw-atrings 
fold down back Dustproof shoe-bor holds Bag is same pat 
drawer No. 2 and sereral pairs of shoes tern ag the lin 
sert upside down compactly ing of the trunk 
Wardrobe trunks of various types from $30 to $200. 
Bags and suitcases from $6.50 to $125.00. Made by the 
largest manufacturer of fine trunks and bags in the U. S. 





THE 














BELBER TRUNK 














HARPER’S BAZAR 


THE RUSTLE OF SILK 


(Continued from page 


great city under the name of a relative 
long since dead and forgotten. Neverthe- 
less, a tiny figure at the side of Chalfont, 
her soul fiowered at that moment and she 


knew that she would very willingly be 
burnt at the stake like Joan of Arc if, 
by so doing, she could rub away from 


Fallaray’s face even one or two of the lines 
of loneliness which life had put upon it. 

Chalfont was silent because he was won- 
dering how far he dared to go with this 
girl who had talked about a “wee mys- 
tery’ and who did not hold him in suf- 
ficient confidence to tel] him where she lived 
or let him see her home. This was only 
the second time that he had met her and 
he asked himself with amazement whether 
it could be true that he was ready to 
sacrifice career, position and everything else 
for her sake. There were other women 
who had flitted across his line of vision 
and with whom he had passed the time. 
They had left him untouched, unmoved, 
a confirmed bachelor. But during the days 
that he had spent in an eager search for 
Lola he knew that this child had con- 
quered him and brought him down with a 
crash. He didn’t give a single curse who 
she was, where she came from, or what 
was this mystery to which she referred. He 
loved her. He wanted her and he would 
go through fire and water to make her 
his wife. And having come to that con- 
clusion he broke the silence, hitherto dis- 
turbed only by the odd wailing of machin- 
ery on the other side of the river, and by 
the traffic passing over Westminster Bridge 
like fireflies. He put his hand under Lo- 
la’s elbow, stopped her and drew her to 
the stonework of the Embankment. 

“In an hour or two,” he said, “I sup- 
pose you will disappear again and not give 
me another thought until you cry out 
Horse, horse, play with me,’ and_ there 
isn't a horse. I can’t let that happen.” 


NSTINCT and the subconscious inheri- 

tance of a knowledge of men kept Lola 
from asking why not. The question would 
obviously provide Chalfont with a dan- 
gerous cue. 

So Chalfont went on unhelped. 
“Look here, let’s have all this 
want you to marry me. I want you to 
be perfectly frank and treat me fairly. 
You're a widow and you appear to be 
alone. I don’t want to force your hand 
or ask you to haul down your fourth wall. 
Nor do I hope that you will care more 
about me than any girl after two meet- 
ings. I just want to know this. Are there 
any complications? Is there anything in 
the way of my seeing you day after day 
and doing my utmost to show you that 
I love you more than anything on earth?” 

Simpkins, Treadwell, Chalfont. But 
where, oh where was Fallaray? 

Lola didn’t know what to say. 


He said, 
out. 


5 What 
was there in her that did these things to 


men? She looked up into Chalfont’s face 
and shook her head. “You're a knight,” 
she said. “You stand in silver armor 


with a crusader’s cross on your chest. You 
came to my rescue and proved that there 
are good men in this world. You have 
made an everlasting friend of me, but— 
I love some one else. Oh, Sir Peter Chal- 
font, I love some one else. He doesn't 
know it. He may never know it. I may 
never see him again. I may die of love 
like a field daisy put in a dry vase, but 
when I cross the Bridge I shall wait until 
he comes, loving him still.” 

And finally Chalfont said, “I see. Well, 
I wish you luck, little Lola, and I con- 
gratulate you on loving like that. Oddly 
enough we both love like that. I wish 
es 

And as Lola moved away she put her 
hand through his arm as a sister might 
have done, which was better than nothing; 
and they walked back along that avenue 
of broken men, that street of weary feet, 
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up Northumberland Avenue and back int 
the lights and the whirl. “I think rit 
leave you now,” said Lola. “There's a cold 
hand on my heart. I want to be alone.” 

And so without a word Chalfont hailed 
a passing taxi, opened the door. handed 
Lola in, and stood back, very erect, very 
simple, with his cork arm most uncomic 
And before the cab started he flung up 
his left hand to the peak of his cap, a 
as though saluting a company of boy scouts 
or a queen, but the woman he loved, the 
woman he would always love, the woman 
for whom he would wait on the other 
side of the Bridge. 

All the way to Dover Street Lola wept 


N the servants’ sitting-room Simpkins 

Was sitting alone, not reading, not smok- 
ing, thinking of Lola and of the inn at 
Wargrave which had become so detestable 

a dead ambition, the ghost of a dream, 
And when the door opened and Lola let 
herself in, tear-stained, he sprang to his 
feet, gazing in amazement. Lola—dressed 
like a lady, crying. ; But she held 
up her hand, went swiftly across the room 
and out up-stairs. She was back an hour 
and a half too soon. There was no need 
for Ellen to slip down and open the door, 
The evening had been a dismal failure. It 
would be a long time before she would 
play Cinderella again—although the Prince 
loved her and had told her so. 

But instead of going through the door 
which led to the servants’ quarters she 
stood for a moment in the corridor through 
which Simpkins had taken her when she 
had first become an inmate of that house 
and once more she stayed there against 
the tapestry with a cold hand on her heart. 
Simpkins loved her. Treadwell loved her, 
Chalfont loved her, but oh, where was 
Fallaray? What a little fool she had been 
ever to suppose, in her wildest dreams, that 
Fallaray would see her and stop to speak, 
set alight by the love in her eyes! What 
a silly little fool. 

A door opened and Fallaray came out— 
his shoulders round, his Savonarola face 
pale and lined with sleeplessness, At the 
sight of the charming little figure in eve- 
ning dress he drew up. Mrs. Mal- 
wood perhaps, or another of Feo’s friends. 
She was entertaining again, of course. 

And Lola trembled like a frightened 
bird, with great tears welling from her 
eyes. 

Fallaray was puzzled. 
not look like one of Feo’s friends—and 
why was she crying. He knew the 
face, he remembered those wide-apart eyes. 
They had followed him into his work, into 
his dreams. de Brézé, de Bréze— 
the Savoy, the concert. 


This child did 


He held out his hand. ‘Madame de 
Brézé,” he said, “‘what have they done to 
you?” 

And she shook her head again, tremb- 


ling violently. 

And Fallaray, with the old curious tin- 
gle running through his veins, was help- 
less. If she wouldn’t tell him what was 
the matter, what was he to do? He 
imagined that some flippancy, or some sar- 
casm, had wounded this astonishing girl 
and she had fled from the drawing-room 
and lost her way. But women were un- 
known to him, utter strangers, and he was 
called to work. He said, ‘““My wife’s room 
is there,” stood irresolute for a moment, 
although his brain was filled with the songs 
of birds, and bowed and went away. 
Lola heard the street door 

close she moved like a bird shot 
through the wings, fumbled her way to 
the passage which led to her servant's bed- 


room and flung herself face downwards 
upon her bed. 


ND when 


What was it in her that 

did these things to every man—except Fal- 

laray? 
(To be continued in the March issue) 
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Compton 


Mackenzie’s 


Novel 


(Concluded from page 92) 


mine it seemed to be moving like the 
fastest automobile, and the journey from 
Marylebone to Kensington seemed a hun- 
dred yards. When they pulled up outside 
the canopied entrance, Jasmine had a 
momentary impulse to run away, but the 
difficulty of extracting Uncle Matthew 
from the brougham and of unwrapping 
him sufficiently in the entrance hall to 
secure his admission as a human being 
occupied her attention, and almost before 
she knew what was happening, she had 
taken the old gentleman’s arm and they 
were entering the ballroom, where the 
sound of the music, the shuffle of dancing 
feet, the perfume and heat, the brilliance 


and the motion, acted like a sedative drus. 
stopped. 1 


And then the music . e 
dancers turned from their dancing. A 
thousand eyes regarded her. Lady Grants 
nose grew to a monstrous size. : 5 

“Hullo!” cried a familiar voice. “I 


say. I've lost my program, so you'll have 
to give me every dance to help me througa 
the evening.” 

Jasmine had let go Uncle Matthew = 
arm and taken Harry Vibart’s, and in 4 
mist, while she was walking across the 
middle of the ballroom, she looked back a 
moment and saw Uncle Matthew, like some 
nachydermatous animal, moving slowly I 
the direction of her aat’s nose. (The End.) 
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Clearly”’ 
You, Too, 


Can Hear ! 


500,000 satisfied y 4 
users have testi- 

fied to wonderful results obtained 
from the “Acousticon.” We there- 
fore feel perfectly safe in urging 
every deaf person, without a penny 
of expense and entirely at our risk, 
to accept the 


1922 ACOUSTICON 
For 10 Days’ FREE TRIAL 
No Deposit — No Expense 


Just write saying that you are hard 
of hearing and will try the “Acou- 
sticon.” The trial will not cost you 
one cent, for we even pay delivery 
charges. 


WARNING! There is no good 
¢ reason why every- 
one should not make as liberal a 
trial offer as we do, so do not send 


money for any instrument for the 
deaf until you have tried it. 


The “Acousticon” has improve- 
ments and patented features which 
cannot be duplicated, so no matter 
what you have tried in the past 
send for your free trial of the 
“Acousticon” today and convince 
yourself—you alone to decide. 


DICTOGRAPH PRODUCTS CORP. 
1460 Candler Bldg. 220 W. 42 St. N.Y.C. 


+ —_ $—~__ }~—__ 
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Said “Let there be Beauty!’’ And 


came. Women wrote for advice and for 
Ganesh Preparations, and they soon found 
that even a week’s care of their skin 
would bring out a loveliness they had 


never dreamed to be there. . 


Have you tried the wonderful Ganesh 
Preparations? Make the discovery with 


A magic unguent Ganesh Lip Salve—Gives to the lips 
. fill out wrinkles, the petal-like softness and glowing 
youth to contours that color of the rose. 75 

lack. a “clear definite outline. $1.10, 

Ganesh Hand Cream—The possession 
_ Diable Tonic—To invigorate of beautiful hands is a woman's 
contract the pores most potent charm. Keep yours 
— xion fresh, clear smooth, white and youthful by using 
$2.20, $5.50. this excellent preparation. $1 


or : dlutanes prevents your visiting Mrs. Adair’s 
an illuminating book will be sent on application 
and re quests for individual advice are cordially invited. 


23-C EAST 56th STREET, NEW YORK 


92 New Bond St. Paris: 5 Rue Cambon 




















THE YOUTHIF YING CHARM 


OF WAVY HAIR 
The secret is EVERWAVE 


Just dampen the hair with it. Then wave 
your hair in your usual manner. It will 
make any kind of wave stay in for a week 
or longer Don’t mind the rain’ or 
weather. EVERWAVE doe ~sn‘t. 


GARRITY’S 


EVERWAVE 


Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 
EVERWAVE is pa in drug stores 
and department stores, or we will 
send it direct te you for fifty cents 
with one Silk Hair W aver, and the 
Booklet “Hair Secrets’’. 


GARRITY SILK HAIR WAVERS will 
not break the finest hair. Sold everywhere. 
L. M. GARRITY & CO., INC. 
31 BEDFORD ST. BOSTON 





OMO BIAS TAPE 


13 Widths— 
Innumerable Uses 


V HATEVER your particular need 

for dress trimming, there is a par- 
ticular width and color of OMO Bias 
Tape to meet it 


For facing or finishing hems; for un- 
derwear, wash dresses, aprons--- it is 
the short cut to neatness and accuracy 

Cut on a true bias, joined with flat 
seams, accurately folded; goes round 
curves without puckering. Made in 13 
widths, in lawns, cambrics, percales. 

Your Notions Counter has a com- 
plete supply in individual dust proof 
packets 


THE OMO 
MANUFACTURING CO. 
Main Office and Factory 


Middletown, Conn 
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Jashionette 


visible HAIR NETS 











The SOUTHAMPTON 
Sub-debs, debutantes and the 
young married set” find this 
coiffure highly intriguing It's 
easy to arrange with a Fashionette 
even if your hair is in the terrify 
ing stage of just growing out.”’ 
The SANTA BARBARA 
There is a hint of maturity about 
the Santa Barbara—an alluring 
sophistication that uggest the 
fascinating ‘‘woman of thirty’? with 
luxuriant hair, perfectly waved and 
kept in place with a Fashionette 
The ASHEVILLE 
Mounta eashore are equally 
friendly to t nart simplicity of 
ty le zm i ideal for all 
port wear and very fashionable 
this season for indoor wear as well 
\ Fashionette will prevent even a 
uspicion of straggliness. 











Hair Styles Have Changed 


S ICIETY COLIFFURES” will show you how 
to arrange your hair as it is being worn by 
really smart women. Every one of these modes 


depends for its effectiveness on a Fashionette—the 
one Hair Net that is invisible, super-strong, and per- 


fectly shaded to match your hair. 


Fashionettes in the usual shades and shapes are 15c 


each, 2 for 25e—single or double mesh—at depart- 


ment stores, specialty shops, and good drug stores 


everywhere. 
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Emily 


fman 


their 
back- 
wives, 
weigh- 
and 


welcome us to 
meekly in the 
their fat little 
wire ornaments, 
hundred 


iormally 
village. 
ground 


decked 


upon us to 
Following 
would come 
with metal 


ing from one hundred to one 
fifty pounds. They live under this weight, 
doing all the work of their tribes from 


birth to death. They are a happy smiling 
lot, these women, who have never heard of 
equal rights, nor of a world where men 
work and women vote. Among the gifts 
they brought us were beautifully bead-em- 
broidered gourds filled with fresh milk 
that had a bitter, smoky flavor. 

it is a graceful hospitality 
nificent warriors show to those 
worthy of favor. They are wonderful to 
look upon, naked except for a skin or 
blanket thrown carelessly over one shoul- 
der and the coat of red clay and castor oil 
which they rub on their bronze skins from 
head to toe. Their great shields of painted 
buffalo hide and huge long spears give them 
a terribly warlike appearance, but while 
the native of Tanganyika is more of a 
true barbarian than his neighbor in British 
East, he far more gentle and lovable. 
His spear is now used to attack a charg- 
ing lion. 

We were sometimes embarrassed when 
one of these hospitable visitors presented 
us with a live goat or one of their little 
humped native cows—a mark of great 
honor to the stranger. As there was 
absolutely nothing we could do with live 
stock in camp, it was difficult to accept 
these gifts gracefully until we discovered 
that the animals invariably followed their 
donors home! You may receive the same 
goat hali a dozen times. 

One of my keenest delights, 
turn, to study the different reactions 
of my friends toward our experiences. 
Tell a group of men and women at dinner 
of a dozen incidents of our daily life and 
each one will respond differently. One will 
wax enthusiastic over the picturesque native 
chieis, while another will moan over the 
sizzliness of the climate. The African cli- 
mate is nothing to trifle with; it exacts its 
full penalty for carelessness, but why be 
careless? Even its extreme heat can be 
combated and the nights are always cool, 
which is more than can be said many times 
ior New York and Newport! 

Then there is the woman, 
who will shudder fearfully at the dangers 
of the chase, and demand lurid details. 
They are all so disappointed when I tell 
them that the hairbreadth escapes are few 
and far between. It would be foolish, of 
course, to deny the dangers of hunting 
in a land where lions, rhinos, elephants and 
leopards are on the loose, but with the 
modern high-powered rifle, and a little or- 
dinary horse-sense, the moments when your 
life is actually in danger need not come 
often. 

I had only one actual hairbreadth escape 
in all my hunting, and that was when a 
rhino threw me into the bushes, slashing 
my face and doing other damage. 


these mag- 
deemed 


is 


since my re- 


is 


and man, too, 


UT perhaps, too, our experience with a 

herd of elephants might be considered 
a near escape. We were camping on the 
slopes of Aldeani, one of the mountains 
which surround Ngoro Ngoro, the crater of 
the biggest extinct volcano in the world. 
This part of Tanganyika wonderfully 
good country—to the hunter—for it 
abounds in the wildest of big game. One 
wonderful moonlight night I was awakened 
by a strange sense of danger: every nerve 
tingled and I found myself sitting up on the 
edge of my cot, staring out into the night. 
I could not see the sky nor the jungle back- 
ground. A great gray silent moving wall 
reaching to the heavens filled my vision. 
Suddenly there was chaos, a sudden rush- 
ing, wild bellowing and trumpeting, and 
the terrifying sound of trees crashing to 
the ground. The huge gray phantom shapes 
smashed their way past me and I trem- 
bled in unison with the ground and our 
tents, as I realized that a herd of elephants, 
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z Sometimes, in our excitement abou 


you of the regular, month-afte 


Harper’s Bazar its distinctive indit 
Harper's Bazar presents to you—and we're speaking 
tion—the work of the greatest living fashion artists 
: Soulié are without doubt the greatest Continental fashi 


Steinmetz is acknowledged to be t 
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fierce and warlike, had stampeded through 
our camp a bare twenty feet irom my cot 
and merely by the grace of God not < 
me. It was an experience 
exhilarating; I would not have missed 
for worlds! These two experiences com- 
prise the most dangerous that | met jn 
Africa. I feel, however, that I take my 
life in my hands every time I cross our 
New York streets, and unconsciously exer- 
cise more care on Fifth Avenue 
tramping through the jungle 


not over 
terrifying but 


than in 


WHILE on this subject I should like to 
let forth one protest! Every man and 
woman I have met since my return has 
turned excitedly toward me and unfailingly 
asked, “And how many tigers did you say 
you got?” Tigers in Africa! If I have 
explained once, I have explained a hundred 
times that there are no tigers in Africa. 
ligers belong to Asia. There are times 
when J feel like posting this statement on 
billboards all over the town! There are, 
as I have stated, no tigers but there are 
lions, both tawny and black-maned, and my 
bag totaled six of the tawny and one of the 
black-maned beasts. My questioners, how- 
ever, frequently act as though I had some- 
how failed in my duty not to have bagged 
at least one tiger! 

1 can understand the psychology 
reacts to a sense of danger, 
understand the woman who 
murmurs something about 
veniences, and, “Oh, my dear, 
get your morning tub?” 

As for modern conveniences, many times 
during these weeks at home I have prayed 
to be delivered from them! In our city 
homes we are dependent on furnaces and 
the vagaries of the house man. Our furnace 
refuses to work and we are frozen most of 
the time. Naturally, I sigh for the always 
burning camp fires kept by zealous native 
boys who are able, uncannily, to collect fire- 
wood even on the most barren of plains. 
his great wood fire means our comfort 
by day and our protection by night. 

The question of bathing was no ques- 
tion at all. To be sure, we had no modern 
plumbing, but in the mountains we 
had running water at our doors and, at 
worst, water holes which, though often 
muddy and unpleasant to look at, at least 
always afforded us a bath. A great kettle 
on the camp-fire heated it in short order. 
The only running streams I have had i 
New York are those that poured down 
my drawing-room walls when the pipes 
burst in one of the bathrooms, and my only 


that 
but I can not 
shivers and 
modern con- 
how did you 


water holes were those appearing on the 
floors, when ceilings and drip pans refused 
to hold back the torrents. 


in civilization, is able 
to command such service as we enjoyed? 
Our snug, tight little tents were raised 
by magic, sweet-scented new-cut grass 
spread on the floors, and our army cots 
made up, with never a word from us. And 
when an unexpected job bobbed up there 
were no weary days of delay. A few days 
following my return, the ceiling in our 
main hall fell and it took seven days to 
persuade a plasterer to repair it! Our 
tents never fell on our heads, and if they 
had they would have been put in order 
instantly 

The memory of Africa, u 
ing beauty, of strange mystery, of vast 
spaces and great silences, comes to me 
a land of happiness and simple funda- 
mental living. A land where the native, 
happy and contented on his daily handful 
of corn, greets one with the cheerful “Yam- 
bo, Memsahib,” where the air echoes with 
the sweet, clear tones of the bell birds and 
where the beasts of the jungle, magnificent 
in their strength and dignity, wander al- 
most unmolested down the trails worn by 
their ancestors through forests primeval. 

New York, with its dances and dinners, 
its operas and other artificial forms 0! 
pleasure, seems a far distance from the 
happy hunting grounds of b. and 
Tanganyika, where I was protected un- 
ceas singly from the demands of civilization 
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“Maternity -_ 


For more than twenty 
years Lane Bryant has 
specialized in designing 
and making correct 
clothes for Maternity 
Wear. We have outfitted 
over a million expectant 
mothers. 

The famous Lane Bry- 
ant Corset is the perfected 
product of that experi- 
ence. It is the best cor- 
set in the world. Made in 
our own workrooms. 


3.95 4.95 to 14.50 


If unable to call, write Dept. 
K-1 for Free Style Book. 


Lane Bryant 


21 W. 38th N.Y. 26 W. 39th 
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The Spring 
Mode 
for 1922 ? 


Well, 
The Spanish _ influence 
hasn't gone quite as far as 
that. 


not exactly. 


sut next month you will 
learn much of what the 
spring mode will really be. 


Next month, the Early 
Spring Fashions Number 
of Harper’s Bazar will be 
published. 


Certain things have been 
worr on the Riviera, cer- 
tain others at Palm Beach. 
\nd what the smartest wo- 


men h ved will, to 
a very tent, dictate 
the sp e: 

The sue of the 
Bazar Il you all 
about 
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The Ideal Hair Net 
~ for Overy‘ Wear - Overywhere 


this West Beach and Motor Hair Net. 


EST 


o@Beach & Motor 
HAIR NET 


Hand Made Twice Sterilized 
All Shades 


A hair 


[’ is unlike any other hair net you’ve ever worn— 


net so fine that the eye can scarcely perceive it, 
yet so strong that it will lend itself to every wear 
everywhere—suited alike to business, sport or dress 


occasions. 


The hair is first treated to preserve its original life, 
lustre and elasticity, then dyed to match with infi- 


nite precision every shade of hair. 


Added strength 


is given to the hair by the West process, a fact 
which is of vital importance to you 


Mair Le 


me MI JN 
» 


3 BRANDS CAP AND FRINGE SHAPE 


West Beach and Motor. ... . 15¢ 
West Tourist. . . ‘ 3 for 50c 
West Gold Seal ae Pe ee ee” 


Grey or White Double Price 


WEST ELECTRIC HAIR CURLER CO. 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
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50 Per Box 
Pre-War Price 


Toilet 
of three 


“Queen of 


The 


favorite 


» dangerous. Flesh. 
50c a box of 
Send 10c for a sample box. 


BEN LEVY CO 


Powders.” 
generations. 
Refuse Substitutes 


White. 
druggists or by 
Over two million boxes sold ; 


Pink 


nnually, 


French Perfumers, Dept. 42 


125 Kingston St. 


Boston, Mass. 
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REDUCE. 


Easily 





Help 


Doctor 
Orat 


Am 
have 


derful 
of it 





Three Slices 
of Basy Bread a day, 


in a natural way. 


Gentle 
Your reducing 


s. C. P. T., Pennsyl 


DOCTORS’ 


39 Oakwood Ave. 
Orange 


Sasy 
reduce your weight 


reductions in 


You will be very much interested in the Basy 
let, which gives reliable 


s’ Essential Foods Co reduce 
uge, N. J. cover, 
men 

on my third loaf, and 

lost thirteen pounds 


Bread is won 
Am thankful I heard 


vanla 


ESSENTIAL 
FOODS CO. 


postage prepaid. 


ration 
drug 
prepared, 
dieting—no irksome exercises, 
Legions have reported 
gains in strength and health 


a medicine or 
scientifically 
no unpleasant 
Bread course 

Weight with 


information on obesity 


‘rite for Ir copy to-day Sent in 








New Jersey 


REGISTERED — TRADE MARK 


Naturally 


Your friends must have told you about Basy Bread, 
recognized standard weight-reducing 
Bread is not 
and delicious food 


now a 


but a wholesome 


in 


remarkable 


Bread book- 
and how 
sealed, 


to 


plain 















































the dresser 


Comedy with a serious side 
unless something is done 
to allay the pain of cuts 


and bruises. 
> Be ready for either! 


Absorbine, Jr., 


is both a 


ery 
(4 aN liniment and an antiseptic. 
at ¥, 
Kite . : 
a Used promptly for bruises 
w= or overworked muscles it 
' ve 
ay dissipates the aches that 
fie “| would otherwise continue. 


Besides being a preventive 
of infection, it is cleansing 
and healing to all open 
wounds, 


And for the children’s 
magic bottle, a trio of good 
properties recommend. it. 
It is harmless, of a clean 
odor and non-staining. 

At your druggist’s, $1.25, or post- 


paid. Liberal tricl bottle, 
roc. postpaid, 





W. F. YOUNG, Inc. 
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Springfield, Mass. 
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Dr. Lawton’s Guaranteed 
FAT REDUCER 
FOR MEN AND WOMEN 


Will show reduction taking 
place in 11 days or money 
refunded. 


Results come usually in three or four 
days, but if you do not see positive re 
duction taking place in days (the 


full trial period) return the Reducer at 
once together with the instruction book 
that accompanied it and your $5 will be 
refunded Dr. Lawton, shown in picture, 
reduced from 211 to 152 pounds in a_ very 
short time The Reducer is not electrical ; 
made of soft rubber and weighs but a_ few 
ouaices Whether you are 10 or 100 pounds 
overweight you can reduce any part you wish 
quickly, safely and permanently by using 
Reducer a few minutes night and morning 
By a gentle manipulation the Reducer breaks 








down and disintegrates fatty tissue which 
becomes waste matter and is carried out of 
the system through the organs of elimination 
thereby the blood ¢ ‘irculation is improved. F 
years Dr. Li ee s ‘' at be ducer has bven 
successfully — sé an thousands 
Tt is CENDORS ED BY PHYSICIANS and its 
ust quires no dieting starving medicines 
r exercise Sold g rally | lruggists every- 
where or will 1} t direct to your home in 
plain wre app r upon receipt of 35 plus 20e to 
‘over cost of Parcel Post aml Insurance ($5.20 
in all) 

Send for vour Fat Reducer today Remember 
it is guaranteed 


DR. THOMAS LAWTON 
120 West 70th Street, Dept. 
New York 
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GOLFLEX 


Outdoor Apparel 
! cfor Women 


So individual in design, so fastidious in 
finish, so impeccable in cut and tailoring, 
that they have long been recognized as 
the standard for sport and street wear. 


The spring styles are smarter than ever, 
and are developed in the most exclusive 
imported Tweeds, Homespuns, Mixtures, 
Silks, Flannels, and the famous GoLFLEx 
worsted jersey, knitted in our own mill. 


Sold at moderate prices, by good stores every- 


Write for Spring Style Booklet. 


u here. 


Originated and sold at wholesale only by 
WILKIN & ADLER, Inc. 
501 Seventh Avenue 
New York 
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trout, coffee, and perhaps a Si 
But just then her hat came off and 

Did I say her hair was shiny? 

Well, what I had seen of it beneath 
her hat, smooth as a silk handkerchief, had 
given me only the faintest idea oi its 
dazzling, its blinding radiance. The only 
thing I could compare it to was a driit of 
newly minted gold pieces 1 once saw lying 
in a bar of sunlight in the mint. 


Er—er, you have pretty hair, haven't 
you?”’ I stammered like any yokel, feeling 
that I must account for my riveted gaze. 

You like it?’ she queried, giving it an 
absent pat. Well, I left the dear old 
Baroness about a mile back on the road.” 

What!” I cried. “You mean to say she 
has been there all night?” 

“Oh, no, I'm sure not. The Baroness 


nothing if not resourceful. Why don't 
stroll over to the woods? It will prob- 
ably take some time to catch that fish 

“Some men,” I reassured her, “could 
catch trout with a bent pin.” 

Sort of snifty this morning, aren't you?” 

She tripped along beside me, the crown 
of that silken scarf wound round her head 
without visible beginning or end, on a level 
with my shoulder, and her feet, covered 
with the merest breath of silken hose and 
little French-heeled pumps that would have 
crumpled like a glove in my hand, doing 


we 


their inadequate best to keep pace across 
the stubbly field with my great fishing 
boots. And for a moment my mind was 


distracted by her loveliness from her heart- 
lessness. 


You look very good and sweet,” I said 
severely, “but you are the sort of woman 
who throws men’s hearts to her dog for 


food and drives her chariot over the naked 
bodies of infants. Where is the Baroness?” 

She is probably very much better off 
at the present moment than I am. I leit 
her right out here on this road, at a cross- 
road while I went ahead to find a house. 
If anything came along—it wasn't likely, as 
this isn’t a much traveled road and it was 
getting late—she was to ask them to take 
her in and then drive after me. And so I 
went a mile or so, and no sign of a house 
And then I came back, and no sign of the 
Baroness. Evidently she got someone to 
take her but couldn't get them to come 
after me, and when we get back to the 
hotel, she'll be up to her ears in adventure.” 

“You really think she is all right?” 

“I'm sure of it. The Baroness would be 
all right on a floe of ice in the frozen Arc- 


tic. You don't know the old dear. She's 

been doing things like this all her adven- 

turous life.” 

Ls one of those deep, dark pools that 
trout love, I cast my line, and in a short 

time had several trout. When I crawled 

back across the wet rocks, through the 


darting patches of yellow lights and green 
shadows of that young, dainty woods, her 
head was bent over her fire, to which she 
held a match 

You don't mind my opening your knap- 


sack for your knife, Mr. Kincaid?” she 
asked 

I had not told her my name, and as I 
stood wordless with astonishment for a 


stupidly long interval, she sank back on her 
French heels and broke into a laugh that 
began in a gurgle and ended in a breathless, 
“Oh, dear!’ And when she laughed, she 
crinkled deliciously—her dainty nose and 
her eyelids and the tilted corners of her 


eves, shaped like a lovely leaf, and set a 
trifle slantwise beneath her brow. “Oh, 
dear! but you are funny! Where but in the 
hotel register should I have seen it?” 

And then it came to me how I should 
later pay off this little score. So I went 


about my work of cleaning fish, only say- 
ing, “Odd that I never noticed you, espe- 
cially as I seem to have attracted so much 
attention.” 

But she was gracious 

Oh, it was your smile, I suppose,” 
said: and sitting back on her heels with 
that beautifully tailored skirt turned back 
and those crispy cuff frills folded up to her 
elbows, she smiled at me a smile 
that she herself must have inherited from 
some wicked-sweet ancestress. At least half 
the smile was in her eyes—eyes that took 
vou suddenly a long way into their confi- 
dence and then as suddenly left you 
standing rather foolishly on the threshhold 
of intimacy with the feeling of a door po- 
litely but firmly closed in your face. 


she 


across 








You see, you have an eliminative sort 
of smile. It eliminates everything except 
the person it’s smiling at. (May I put 
these three fishes on the pan? It’s just 
he right heat.) It silhouettes that person 

ainst a perfectly negligible world and 

. 1uch more convincingly than any 


My dear young and charming lady,’ 
to that smile every woman is young 
ing) I never liked anyone so in- 


nd chart 


from 


HARPER’S B 


-I1ZAR 


THE VERY SHINY GIRL 


R a \ § S 1o0rTr, 

page 61) 
stantaneously and irrevocably as I do you.” 
(Do you like yours quite crisp Is there 
anything in the world that I can do for 
you now—at once—or anything | 


Can get 


for you?—a handiul of stars? a snug little 


queendom anywhere you say? 


. l r an ice 
perhaps?’ And it goes right on saying that 
sort of thing to every woman it meets If 
youre not careful, some day the poor 
worn-out, old thing will crack under the 
strain. Are the others ready? You 
do clean them nicely.” ‘ 

“If you don't mind my being a bit 
stodgy,” I said, as I held my cup for the 
hot coffee that at that moment smelled 


sweeter than all the woodsy offerings of clot. 
ted leaves, pine needles, and wild honey- 
suckle, “I think I shall never smile again 
I don't like the particular kind of : 
paint me.” 

“There! Now I've made you self-con- 
scious and unbearable. You can never af- 
ford to talk to a man about himself. He 
immediately becomes proud, brooding, and 
Byronic”’ 


ass you 


“Well, since women are so sweet under 
criticism, let's talk about you rhere’s 
your nose, for example. It’s snifty, 

“It is. I acquired that, at much pains 
from the Baroness. I owe it to my future 
position in English society. 

“Oh, speaking of the Baroness,” I said, 
seeing my opportunity to pay off that little 
matter of my name, “she is a quaint, 


curious, little antique, 
oness Sutton?” 


isn’t she?—the Bar- 


UT the blue-black lashes, curved like 

the petal of a flower, were lowered to 
the painstaking task of boning a fish, and 
did not even flicker. 

“I hope she gets back to the hotel all 
right,” I continued. “I have an appoint- 
ment with her this afternoon.” 

As even this produced no effect, I began 
to feel about in my coat pocket for my 
card-case, and drew out a clipping which I 
handed her, saying indifferently, “Ever see 
this? By the way, you haven't told me 
your name.” 

“Oh, don't you know? Gloria Kirch- 
way,” she said, as she took the slip and 
began to read it. ‘“ ‘Baroness Elizabeth 
Keppel Sutton has recently offered to adopt 


a young American or Englishman—’ Oh, 
yes, I've seen this before. It was in the 
London Sketch a month or so ago.” And 


she handed it back to me. 

Here is the rest of that little clipping: 
“—-adopt a young American or English- 
man for £150,000, the interest of which is 
to be paid to her during her lifetime, while 
the capital, after her death, is to revert to 
the adopted one’s family. Her adopted 
son, she says, shall have the right to call 
himself Baron Sutton, together with all the 
rights and privileges pertaining to that 
position. The Baroness, we understand, is 
willing to make a similar arrangement with 
a young English or American girl.” 

As I tucked it back into my card-case, 
the very shiny girl lifted her eyes to mine, 
and this time they took me a much longer 
way into their confidence than they had 
ever done before. 

“Tell me,” she crinkled coaxingly, “how 
did you know that my Baroness was this 
Baroness?” 

“Well,” I admitted, after consulting the 
ring on my right hand, “it was mostly a 
guess. I knew this Baroness Sutton was 
here because I have an appointment with 
her. And your Baroness sounded eccen- 
tric, and this Sutton Baroness is certainly 
eccentric, and so—’’ I threw out my hands. 
‘But tell me, does she seriously intend to 
adopt a son—or daughter? And can she 
do it? It doesn’t seem possible she could 
pass on the title.” 


Gloria shrugged. “I fancy she must 
have consulted her lawyers, don't you 


Why? Were you thinking of applying for 
the position?” 
At that, of course, I only laughed; and 
she laughed, too, but the laugh hadn't quite 
the unconstrained ring for either of us, 
fancy, of those that had gone before. 
“And now,” she said, handing me the 
little pile of utensils, “you crash off to the 
brook and clean these things up and then 





we'll start. We're bound to get a lilt, 
don't you think?” 

“Sure to,” I called back, jangling my 
cups and pans against the rocks “And 
anyway, it’s only about forty miles, and 
what's that to a sturdy pair of French 
heels?” 

Out on the highway, with its long sha- 
dows lying westward and its white, vibra- 
ting, open spaces, a delirium of gaiety, 4 
though I had been filled with fermentable 
matter and the sunshine had suddenly | 





gun to work in me, overflowed in 
a whoop 
Isn't it glorieus jvst to be 
(Continued o: page 107 
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, a wi ts whirling around!” I cried. 
. Gk ned upon me the polite incom- 
prehensi an elder, and I was shamed 
jnto set ness . y , 
Phat not the funniest advertisement I 
. ever saw—that of the Baroness,’ 1 re- 
' marke | after a decent silence ‘l saw one 
7 rea , French paper a day or so ago—an 
: Austrian archduchess, young, charming, 
‘ ] and Wi to change her religion, who 
‘ wants t iry an attractive young Amer- 
‘can, and suggests a meeting here at ler- 
ican, ¢ L 
é ritet. 1 looked about for her a_ bit the 
other aiternoon : 
Are you sure you are attractive enough 
—financially? And have you decided not 


to be adopted by the Baroness? 





“Good Lord!” I cried, horrified that she 

, should e glimpsed me even for a mo- 
: ent t ridiculous réle. “Whatever 
makes u imagine I want to be adop- 

ted? ; don't think I want her silly old 

title, do you? ect 
I told her you seemed much too nice, 


Gloria admitted graciously, “but your let- 
ter really wasn’t very clear.” 

My letter?” I gasped. 

“She showed it to me a few days ago 
and told me about you.” 

But why in thunder didn’t you tell me 
in the first place that you knew all about 
this? 

“Because I didn’t know you were you 
till—let me see She began to check off 
n her fingers the steps in our acquaintance. 

You're just doing that to be irritating. 
You could have told me a long time ago.” 

Gloria deferred to me with a gracious 
wave of the hands. 

Anyway, your letter wasn’t clear,” she 
continued. “We couldn't make out just 
what you did want.” 

I didn’t intend she should. I was afraid 
she would withdraw into her baronial] for- 
tress and pull up the drawbridge before I 
could train my devastating smile upon her. 
What I want, if I can get it, is Craigmore 
Castle. I happen to know a little about 
Gothic architecture—” 

Gloria flashed upon me 

Oh,” she said, “you are an architect! 
Of course! The Kincaid who built the 
beautiful French chapel!” 

“I hope to do something much _ better 
some day. My plan is to tempt the Bar- 
oness with the restoration of Craigmore, 
and, of course, she would have the use of 
it during her life.” 

“Oh, I'm sorry, but Craigmore is to be 
mine,’ said Gloria. “It’s one of my chief 
reasons for being adopted.” 

So you are being adopted?” 





HEN, as we trudged along the white 
road, Gloria told me of the gay adven- 
> she had planned. 

You see, first of all, I had to escape 
from those two terrible old aunts,”’ she con- 
fided. “Although I had treated them to 
ten years of rebellion, they still insisted on 
ordering me about. They belonged to ‘one 
of our best Murray Hill families’ and my 
father was only a self-made millionaire; 
mother couldn’t quite redeem me, So you 
see I had to be kept under. And I never 
pulled their chairs from beneath them, nor 
set the house on fire, nor poisoned the 
food. But when I was twenty-one and had 
control of my money, I came over to visit 
some friends in England—just left the con- 
ventional note on the pin-cushion and de- 
parted. Then I came across that adver- 
tisement of the Baroness’s and_ thought 
how awfully jolly and adventurous it would 
be to be adopted and inherit an old baron- 
ial castle. And now the Baroness has 
turned out such a perfectly ripping person 
herself that she is the real adventure. 
We re just trying it a while to see how we 
like it, but already I love the old dear so 
much that I think I would be adopted for 
her sake. She needs the inoney terribly. 
Besides, it is great fun seeing life with 
her. 

So that was the explanation! Certainly 
a gay adventure. Only—well, if only the 
baroness hadn't been the things she so ob- 
viously was! It was none of my affair, but 
my heart contracted. 

“You know about the Baroness?” I ven- 
tured. “Her life—and all that?” 

“Why, there is nothing so terrible to 
know, is there? She hasn’t lived timidly, 
that’s all.” 

She has lived sans peur, if not sans 
reproche,” 1 admitted. 

. “Come now, you’re showing signs of an 
ae New Fnelend conscience,’ she 
twitted 





and conscience isn’t 
ou manage to shuck 
vake you human,” I 
st so I was once told 
of mine—a girl who 
if it hadn't been for 
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‘It is objectionable,” she agreed, and her 
tone, laid coolly against mine, was like a 
preliminary crossing of swords. I under- 
stood then that this Gloria Kirchway was 
not a young lady to brook interference. 


ET, as I recalled what I had learned 

of the Baroness, I could not help re- 
senting Gloria’s connection with her. Na 
turally I had not come clear across France 
to meet her without knowing who and what 
she was. I must admit that when I came 
to know her I found her an amusing old 
soul, and had difficulty in believing all the 
old scandals I had heard about her. I un- 
derstood how, without the slightest effort 
on her part, she had managed to retain her 
position in all but the most respectable 
circles of English society. 1 understood, 
too, her fascination for Gloria. The Bar- 
oness possessed many of the qualities that 
appeal so seductively to youth, and a thor- 
ough understanding of youth's desires. She 
overflowed with generous impulses, kindly 
sentiments, endearing sweetnesses in every- 
day intercourse, and she possessed that 
same unquenchable sense of humor that 
made Gloria herself so lovable. Besides, 
there was a very taking kind of gallantry 
about her—a sort of gay bravery that 
touched the sympathy. And she had come 
through sixty misspent years a very child 
in spirit. 

This scandalous old Baroness, whose life, 
a pretty piece of wickedness, was public 
property, had gone riotously through sev- 
eral fortunes—the nearest approach to a 
bon viveur that I have ever met in her sex. 
Her only child, a boy, whom she never saw 
after the death of his German father, had 
been killed fighting on the German side 
during the war. So the Baroness now ad- 
vertised for an heir to her title, her pov- 
erty, and her run-down estate. All this, 
with other delightful scraps of information, 
I had picked up in London, before making 
my appointment with the Baroness. 

“Craigmore was never lovelier than when 
I saw it last month,” I said at last, to 
open the conversation after an awkward 
pause. “Of course, it is uninhabitable as 
it is, but it has magnificent possibilities. 
Do you intend to do anything with it?” 

Gloria nodded, and bubbles of merri- 
ment began to rise in her eyes. 

“If I decide to be adopted, I'll probably 
have some famous church builder like your- 
self restore it and settle down there with 
my duke.” 

“There’s a duke?” 

“Hadn't I mentioned it? I’m to be a 
duchess.” 

“Almost immediately?” 

“One doesn’t scamper into the peerage. 
But—well, there’s a duke lurking in the 
vicinity of Craigmore—oh, not just his 
average lordship, but a really substantial 
young lordling who is now waiting on tip- 
toe on the shores of Dover for me to re- 
turn and become the Duchess.” 

Very absurdly, I stiffened. 

“And you will?” 

She crinkled—so deliciously, that had I 
not been slowly congealing, I would have 
ached to kiss her on the crinkle—on the 
little creases it made half-way up her tilted 
nose and at the upturned corners of her 
eyes 

“Oh, you may depend upon my doing it 
decently. I sha’n’t snap at him.” 

“You would make a perfect duchess,” T 


murmured politely. “That altitudinous 
manner, that uplifted nose—perfect to snub 
with.” In spite of my effort to give it 


the lightness of all our banter, there was a 
note in my voice that had no right to be 
there. 

Her eyes flashed into mine, then dropped 
softly. 

“You have a really beautiful nature, 
haven’t you?” she said gently. ‘So simple 
and sincere.’ She paused, and when she 
spoke again it was with a too-sweet wil- 
lingness to let bygones be bygones. “Tell 
me, did you ever hear of Sir Edgar Percy?” 

“No. Should I have heard?” 

“Just before we left the hotel yesterday 
I heard that he had been inquiring for the 
Baroness. I caught a glimpse of him as he 
left—a very good-looking man with an 
alarmingly good sneer. The Baroness had 
gone down to the village and I didn’t men- 
tion him to her afterward. Somehow, he 
worried me a little. He—he looked like 
somebody’s past.” 

“The Baroness’ past has possibilities,” I 
murmured. 

Gloria ignored me. 

“He left word that he would call again 
this afternoon. I feel as though I should 
have told the old dear about him, and yet 
I dreaded to. That one glimpse of him 
gave me a decidedly uncomfortable feeling. 
I should hate not to be there this after- 
noon when she meets him.” 
(Continued on page 108) 
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HE stopped suddenly and waved a fing 


lor silence, 


“Did you hear?” she said 

What?’ 

A chug and a bark? Listen a 
That's certanly Centime’s nasty, peevish 
little bark. Thank the Lord a Pomeranian 


is a one-woman dog, or I'd have been sad- 
dled with her all night. They're in a car. 
Do you hear? 

In another moment a car appeared 
around a turn in the road and a tiny 
figure le ped up, caught hold of the wind- 
shield, and began to wave frantically at us 

Crazy little thing! said the girl. 
“Why doesn't she sit down? And _ the 
next moment she was in the car, petted, 
and pecked at, and screamed over like the 
prize of peacocks. 

\t my name the Baroness raised what 
was leit of yesterday's painted eyebrows, 
but gave no other sign of having written 
the letter to “Mr. Honoré Kincaid’ which 
reposed in my card-case. Shortly aiter 
Gloria had left her, the Baroness related, 
she had been startled by the sound of a 
distant cow-bell, and walking a mile down 
the road had come to a farm-house where 
she found only an old, deaf woman from 
whom she learned that the farmer had 
driven off to the village for the evening 
and that there was no other house within 
miles. There was no one to send back 
to meet Gloria. All the while the old 
lady told her story the girl held her over- 
ringed hands in hers and cuddled up at- 
fectionately to her Baroness; so that I saw 
she was very fond indeed of this over- 
dressed, painted, frumpery, little old lady: 
and I wondered how this young, proper, 
very good, and very sweet American girl 
could bestow so much affection upon this 
old, bedizened sinner—for the Baroness 
was certainly that; and so she immediately 
appeared to the most unsophisticated eye. 

We reached the hotel in time for lunch- 
eon, which Gloria and the Baroness had in 
their rooms, and after luncheon I strolled 
out on the broad terrace overhanging mag- 
ical Geneva, Every afternoon on the ter- 
race at Territet, with my book and my 
cigaret, had been a blue bit of Paradise 
for me, for I was very busy in those days 
beating out a career for myself, and three 
such weeks of loafing were rare. I watched 
the pretty, crisp ladies go by, but after the 
shininess of Gloria, how washed-out and 
drab they all looked—as though they had 
been grown in cellars. Orange sails dip- 
ping and swaying over blue waters, little 
pleasure-loaded steamers waddling up the 
lake, the tiny funicular creeping from villa 
to villa up the mountainside, all moving 
to the breeze-swept murmurs of an 
orchestra hidden somewhere in the garden, 
wove a golden lassitude about me. I tried 
to keep my mind on the scenery and my 
book, but a dazzling radiance, which I 
soon discovered was my memory of Gloria 
(Gloria!—how did they know she was 
going to grow up like that?—or how, being 
named, had she contrived to grow up so 
gloriously?) kept blotting out the page 
and the landscape. 


HEN, with a _ single gesture, God 

created a new heaven and a new earth. 
Gloria came up one of the paths, a para- 
sol dipped against the silver glare from 
the water which made a narrow halo about 
her. And beside her, stooping attentively 
over her shining beauty, walked a tall, 
noticeably good-looking man, who I at once 
knew must be Sir Edgar Percy. They 
strolled back and forth across the terrace 
and I wondered if Gloria's manner to me 
could have seemed as free to anyone as 
her manner to him seemed to me. Her 
parasol rose and fell on her pretty gestures 
and flashing smiles, and I marveled that 
she did not resent the impudence of his 
open admiration. At last he raised his 
hat and walked away down one of the 
paths, and Gloria came to my seat under 
the scooped shade of a plantain tree. 

“IT was feeling a little cross with you 
when we parted this noon,”’ she said, “but 
I'll have to be friends with you now, be- 
cause I’m stranded here alone. Do you 
think you could learn to be less straight- 
forward and manly? You know, you 
really have a morbid and unpleasant habit 
of telling the truth—most unbecoming a 
gentleman.” 

“I don’t want to tell the truth,” I said 
dejectedly. “It’s just that my feelings get 
the better of me.” 

“That is where France and New England 
meet,’ she laughed, as she sat down on a 
bench. “With a French mother and a New 
England father, you are naturally your 
own worst enemy. And that also prevents 
you, unfortunately, from being quite as 
obvious as a thoroughly good man should 
be—and quite as dull.” 
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“Do you know, I think you 








P ad verrate us, 
It is my belief that the New England con 
science is largely propaganda ‘s 
She shrugged a smooth pink shoulde 


beneath the white bubble of her dress 





“At any rate, you always have the satis. 
faction of knowing you are right, To 
nature like yours that is enough 

“You will be thrown on societ 
some time? 

“Until the Baroness returns, She re. 
ceived a telegram from he th 
afternoon and she’s rathe . no 
dear. It appears they've di- ed so 
thing that may change all our plans 
something she won't tell me. So she Je; 
for London early this afternoon SI 


asked me to say good-by for her and hone 
you will be here when she : 
has left me with a friend of hers wh 
staying here.” 


returns She 


CURSORY way to treat a man 
had come across France to meet he 
I thought, but not unlike what I had been 
led to expect of the Baroness 
That was Sir Edgar Percy who 
left,’ Gloria went on, poking her remarks 
into the gravel with the tip of her paras 
and burying them carefully. “In the ex- 
citement of the Baroness’s leaving so sud- 
denly I forgot to tell her about him, and 
just after she left he sent up his card 
returned it with a message. Back came 
this card.” She turned it over and showed 
me three lines written miniaturely on the 
back. “Sir Edgar Percy is an old friend 
of Baroness Sutton and would be great 
honored if he might present himself t 
Miss Kirchway.” 
“So up he came,” 











continued Gloria, re- 
opening her foamy parasol against severa 
prickly sunbeams. “It appears he knew 
the Baroness, oh, ages ago—when God was 
about eight years old. He wants to see 
her about some business or other and js 
going to stay here until she returns. D 
you know, there is something familia 
about his face. It is like someone I know 

—and yet, always when I look, the fain 

resemblance is gone . . . . Please tak 
your face a little farther away or I'll | 

poking my parasol into it. Of course, 

sha’n't mean to, but it will hurt just the 
same.” 

I jumped. I really hadn't been paying 
proper attention to what Gloria was say- 
ing, for I had just discovered the back 
her neck. I am sure that that sweet un- 
conscious place must be one of the love- 
liest things about any woman. I know it 
was with Gloria—warm and white, with 
tiny, sun-lit hairs, a crisp little curl on 
each side, and that soft kissing hollow. It 
seems so unguarded a spot that one Is 
tempted to take advantage of it. 

‘I beg your pardon,” I stammered 
: ‘You were saying?” 

“That it is very rude to stare so,” she 
said, and a pale rose blush started beneat 
the neck of her transparent bodice an 
swept in a soft flood over her face. “ 
may seem a brazen enough little piece. 
she added gently, and I almost fancie 
the slim finger poking the lace of her para- 
sol was blushing too, “but the immorta: 


soul of me is very shy It doesnt 
like to be stared at, please.” ms 
“I’m sorry,’ I murmured contritely. 


“Some one should chain me up. 

I was saying that I wish I knew what 
that young man wants with the Baroness 
She leaned forward with her elbow on he 
knee, and her chin on her cupped palm 
which at once brimmed with aye sun- 
shine like faint yellow tea. ‘He has told 
me so little and made me wonder so much 
I keep thinking he has come out of her 
past like a vengeful ghost.” : 

My must be whole graveyards 0! 
’em,” I admitted. 

“I wish you wouldn't keep making those 
silly Puritan remarks,” said Gloria, ané 
looked at me as though I tired her eye> 
“It is so in keeping with your whole char- 
acter.” 

“JT can’t help thinking 
was rather a good idea of 
having some of us Puritans here. } 
personally, I should have been exovedingty 
annoyed if He hadn't thought of me. 

“Of course, it’s awfully nice that som 
one is pleased,” Gloria conceded sweet! 

“Could you bear,” I interrupted gentiy, 
“to stop discussing me long enough to te 
me if this baronet person has 
anything about himself?” 

“Nothing really,” said Gloria from 
other side of an indifferent parasol. 
suddenly it swung up to reveal an eiec- 
trically illuminated face. “Yes!—Y¥es. 
He twice mentioned that advertisement 
the Baroness’ and asked me if ther 

(Continued on page 109 
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THE VERY SHINY GIRL 
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(Continued from page 105) 

bee pplicants. Oh, you don’t sup- hurt, and all of me but my inflexible body 
post that he wants to see her flung itself at her feet, pleading forgiveness 
ibout lopted? “So you know?” she said softly. 
~ oY are the answer to that. “7 was on the terrace when you re- 
She pt a brood turned,’ I replied 

7 Gloria sank into a little Her hands rose to her cheeks to press 
heaj sled perplexities, “but, you see — back the blushes. — 
he y things he could use to force “It was awful,” she breathed, “awiul 
he omething she didn’t want She came close, closer than she had ever 
to a her very unhappy. He acts come before, and laid her hand on my arm. 

t d Suddenly she sat up Out there in the dimly lit garden she was 
tifi “I’m going to find out, luminous, like a pearl against a dusky 
nd ! thing like that, I'm going cheek. 
in ont before she comes back. “Please, may I tell you about it?’’ she 
I won't e her bullied. asked softly. 

Then, as we sat there in the dim gar 

HOs! ere as sparkling days as July den that from time to time joined mui 
(Sonus t at the world and Gloria and murously but deferentially in our conver 
I went t «eh them on tiptoe. I discov- sation, Gloria told me about that blushing 
ered ¢ lly that this young girl, who episode. 
wa sunt, twenty-two years old, “After the sunset we drove down the 
was m , iorally, emotionally, the mountain,” she said. ‘Suddenly, we came 
strangest ination of ages. Her under- upon an enchanted lake—black marble 
standing people was about thirty-five; with silver moons flung about on it, and 
ver tole e of them and their differences way out in the middle, in a bow] of moon- 
from herself was an advanced forty-five; light, a patch of water-lilies breath-tak 
her sophistication and poise, forty at least; ing. It was worth,” Gloria’s eyes, gleaming 
her cu concerning life was a_ wide- in the darkness, held the wonder of it, 
eved even; her love of it and her “even—even the look you looked just now, 
excitement about it, eighteen, for she to have seen it. I wanted those lilies an 


bubbled like an eternal spring of champagne. 

On the question of love I found her to 
be about thirteen—a boy’s thirteen. To 
him it's the unmentionable subject; he 
prickles beneath it. And so it was with 
Gloria. Most transparently she had never 
loved At the mere mention of the sub- 
iect. a faint atmosphere of chill emanated 
from her as from a glacier. I felt even 
a little ashamed, as one who inadvertently 
has blurted something a child should not 
know. Of course, with her beauty, she 
couldn't help flirting, any more than a man 
with a flag can help waving it, but she 
was determined to mean nothing by it 
absolutely nothing. 

But if her heart was closed to me, I 
could at least explore her mind, and that 
was a very pleasant country. And I could 
always look at her. 

For me the rose 





that was Gloria had 
only two thorns—a duke in England, a 
baronet in Territet. The former she rarely 
mentioned, and I think that he was usually 
a punishment for some little outbreak of 
Puritanism on my part. Once when I had 
spoken of the Baroness as ‘a spendthrift 
who had run through two or three hus- 
bands,’ Gloria referred to the duke a few 
minutes later as “not at all an oppressive 
sort of duke—just one of those simple, 
Christian peers who make you wish you 
had been a little more careful about select- 
ing your own ancestors.” 

“People like that,’ I commented warm- 
ly, “always inspire one to try and become 
a worthy ancestor, regardless of what 
posterity has done for one.” 

The baronet was a different matter. In 
the interest of the Baroness (Gloria main- 
tained) she started an outrageous flirta- 
tion with him. I met them constantly at 
the Kursaal, in the alleys near the tennis 
courts, at the Quai, and always Gloria was 
flashing upon him the radiance of her 
beauty—enough to mow down an army, I 
commented bitterly, let alone a wretched 
little baronet who looked more like an ar- 
rogant Crown Prince than like an English 
gentleman, and who took possession of 
Gloria with a smile that made my blood 
rage for an hour after. 

One terrible evening I saw them start 
off in a car (without the amiable old lady 
who was Gloria’s official chaperone), for 
some sunset peak, and I stalked the ter- 
race almost all night waiting for their 
return. Finally, in the little hours, they 
came back, and I went to a bed in pur- 
gatory. 

The evening of that dawn I sat by the 
Parapet watching a molten sunset dissolve 
its flowing colors into a molten lake. Just 
as I threw my cigar into the water, Gleria 
approached through the dusk. She watched 


its crimson parabola into the lake and 
laughed. 
“Did you expect to set fire to the sunset 


again?” she said. 

_U had no desire, I had no right, I par- 
ticularly wished not to mention the episode 
of the previous night. I would almost 
have cut off a finger before I would have 
had Gloria know that I watched her comings 
ind goings or ha? ov feelings about her 
alair with Sir E 7, Yet, at the 
sight of her incon gaiety, I broke 
into a blaze of 1 le jealousy. 





; shouldn't cz it last as long 
as last nig s su id crudely, 

on, lo ked 1g and steadily 
om quiet, gray it their expres- 
~~ was not the it I had expec- 
ted: inste the it and a little 


1 
I insisted on rowing out in a boat we found 
on the shore. It didn’t leak until we were 
coming back. Finally, we both had to 
bail. We were out there for hours. Then 
we had to build a fire to dry ourselves out. 
So it was—dquite early this morning when 
we got back,” she finished almost inaud- 
ibly and raised despairing eyes to mine. 
Two little tears that had squeezed their 
way past all her defenses stood in the 
corners, 

Past all my own defenses came the 
brutal question, ‘““And I suppose you found 
out all you wanted to know about Sir 
Edgar Percy?” 

“I never liked him so well as I did last 
night,” said Gloria frankly. ‘He was, in 
that terrible situation, just right.’ 

“And did you discover what he 
with the Baroness?” | 

“I only know that he expects to be a | 
most unpleasant surprise to her, and for | 
some reason it pleases him enormously. | 
He says he will answer all my questions | 
if—if I will answer him one.’ 

Every nerve in my body grew taut and | 


wants 


though the silence grew to interminable | 
lengths, I could not frame another sen- 
tence. Yet even as I sat there, sick with 


of his was seeking Gloria in the garden 
with a little, fateful note. 

“I wish I could think whom he reminds 
me of,’ Gloria was saying, and a _ boy 
passed down one of the alleys calling a 
name, but we could not catch it where we 


jealousy and dislike of him, a messenger 
i | 
| 


sat. “The Baroness will be back late to- 
night,” she continued “TI received such | 
a strange letter from her yesterday.’ She 


produced it from a bag and we moved to 
a seat nearer a light where I could read it. 


“Dearest Gloria,’ it began, “I have 
something—oh, many things to tell you 
to confess to you. You don’t know—(how 
could you? )—all the kinds of a sinner and 
a fool I've been in my lifetime. And it 
isn’t necessary you should. But some 
things you must know, for I need your | 
forgiveness. | 

“Gloria, dear, the reason I had to re- | 
turn so suddenly to London was that my | 
lawyers had come across evidence that my 
son was still alive. I never loved him—a 
hard, selfish, sneering kind of boy. Flesh 
makes no difference when the spirit is so 
unlovable. I never saw him after he was 


fourteen. He grew up with German rela- 
tives. What chance did he have with a 


father like his and a mother like me? He 
was a German through and through—like 
his brutal father. Still, at the last, he 
must have had a change of heart, for he de- 
serted from the German army and enlisted 
in ours. That is how he came to be re- 
ported dead. My lawyers insisted on ver- 
ifying the report thoroughly before pro- 
ceeding with your adoption. I don’t know, | 
considering his German birth, what the 
ruling on his inheritance will be, and all 
our plans for your adoption and inheriting 
Craigmore may come to nothing; but I 
am trying now to arrange that you shall 
have at least the old castle.” 


through the garden and this time we 
heard him clearly calling, “Miss Kirchway. 
As Gloria took the note from him and 


opened it, the color dropped from her face 


| 
S I finished, the messenger again passed | 
| 


and she said, “I will have to go to him. 

You will wait till I return, won't you?’ 

She left the open note with me and 
(Concluded on page 110) 
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Old as the Line of Her Throat 


AKE your own, for instance. 


Has your neck 


that delicate curve that is so youthful, so 
lovely, and so necessary for the fashionable 


though trying necklines? 


The perfect line that 


makes you look infinitely prettier and years younger 
is all a matter of muscles and circulation, you 
know. There is not the slightest need of remaining 


too fat, too thin, or wrinkled. 
droop and ‘“‘crépiness” under the chin. 


Correct that tell-tale 
Come to 


see me if you can, otherwise write me. 


Dorothy Gray’s Orange Flower Skin 


Tonic 
Is a cleansing lotion to be used instead of 
water After a busy day when you are 
hastily dressing for the evening, apply this 
fragrant tonic, and see the istonishing and 


delightful result. It closes the pores, whit 
ens and invigorates the skin, and brings a 


clear lovely rose to the cheeks. ’rices, $.78 
and $1.56. 


A Very Dry Skin 


faded lifeless com- 


Leads inevitably to a 
corrected 


plexion. This condition can be c t 
by the use of Dorothy Gray's Cleansing 
Cream in place of soap and water. This 
soothing cream removes not only the dust 
and dirt, but also the disfiguring bits of 
dry cuticle, leaving a soft and beautiful 
surface. Prices, $.78 and $1.56. 


Blackheads and Enlarged Pores 


Can be positively corrected by the use of 
Dorothy Gray’s Pore Paste. This prepara 
tion so refines the texture of the skin that 
even a normal complexion should have a 
weekly application. Price, $1.04. Send for 
detailed treatment. 


Faces That Are Too Thin 


Are wonderfully improved by the use of 
Dorothy Gray's Special Skin Food Its re 
markable power of nourishing will, in a 





very short time, fill hollows and build up 
broken down muscles and tissues Price, 
$1.04 and $1.82 

Tired Eyes 
Are refreshed, and the lines and puffiness 
about them entirely removed by Deroth 


Gray’s Pour la Patte d This adhesive 


| 749 Fifth Avenue, New York 


paste forms a little mask that holds the skin 
around the eyes perfectly smooth during 
sleep. Price, $1.56 


Relaxed Muscles 


Are directly responsible for wrinkles. But 
relaxed muscles, hollows, ‘“‘crépiness’’ be- 
neath the chin, and double chins inevitably 
respond to exercises, which your own fingers 
can be taught to perform, supplemented by 
the proper astringents. If your skin is dry, 
the ideal preparation for it is Dorothy Gray's 
Russian Cream This is a greaseless as- 
tringent which actually does remove lines by 
tightening the muscles and, when used be- 
fore powder, gives a soft velvety texture of 
incredible beauty. Prices, $3.12 and $5.72. 
If your skin is oily, the same miraculous re- 
sults will be obtained from Dorothy Gray's 
Russian Astringent at the same price. 

\n invaluable aid in correcting the line of 
the neck and, indeed, the whole contour of 
the face is Dorothy Gray's Nevel Chin Strap. 
If only worn for a half hour during the day, 
after an application of Russian Cream or 
Russian Astringent, it strengthens the im- 
portant muscles in front of the ears, lifts the 
contour, and removes the tired lines about 
the mouth. Price, $6.50. 








Dorothy Gray’s Powders 


Include a wide assortment where it is pos- 
sible to find a powder for every need. There 
are powders for oily skins, for dry skins, 
for sunburned faces, for faces that flush too 
easily, for daytime wear and evening wear 
They come in all imaginable shades from 
the glowing Sunhurn to the pale violet and 
green tints that Paris wears at night. Prices, 
$1.56, $3.12 and $5.20. 





Relaxed 





and Flabby Muscles 
Reduction of Double Chin, How to Correct 
ly Skin ) Skin, How to Correct 
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‘| No Fear of CroupTonight |: 
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Uaporizing salve keeps baby breathing easily 


Mother no longer worries when baby has the“‘sniffles.” 
At bedtime she rubs the little chest well with Vicks, 
lays on a flannel cloth, and arranges the bed-clothing 
loosely so that the rising vapors will be inhaled all night. 
She opens the windows, takes a fond good-night look, 
switches off the lights, and retires, confident that all the 
family will enjoy uninterrupted sleep and that baby will 


be better in the morning. 


VarpoRus 
Over 17 Million Jars used Yearly 


Best remedies brought 
from far ends of the earth 


In Vicks there is Camphor from 
Formosa, Menthol from Japan, 
Eucalyptus from Australia, Jun- 
iper Tar from Africa, Thyme 
from France, Oil of Turpentine 
from Dixie—all valued for genera- 
tions for congestion, inflamma- 
tion, cuts, bruises and itching skin 
troubles. 


1 oz. free trial tin to Vick Chemical Co., Box 919D, Greensboro, N. C. 


Send for a 
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are again able to offer the pre- 
war high standard quality in these famous French hia 
Hairnets in cap or fringe shape. ‘ 

The “Slippon” cap shape is deep, roomy and well 
rounded with closely meshed edge; two sizes, large e4 
or small. The fringe hairnets (often called straight 
shape) are of generous size and easily adjusted. 

The shades are standard; the quality and work- 
manship are the best obtainable. 


ALLEN’S FRENCH HAIRNETS are $1.00 a dozen 
Three dozen assorted as you wish for $2.50 
White and Grey Hairnets $1.50 a dozen 
only to be had from 


Lg tat 


Paris EORGE ALLEN Inc. 
tue Ble Me 3 ° . ‘ | 
oe 1214 Chestnut St., Philadelphia, Pa. 


Also importers of fine Lisle Hosiery and D. M. C. Threads. 
Se ee eee 3 

















}about the 


| feta 


| her face. and ske 


ACCESSORIES 
OF 
Marie 
(Continued 


dress of 1860 standing out like a parasol 
about us, we ludicrously wear our long 
strings of pearls, our diamond bracelets, our 
big feather fans, and our jade earrings, 
when we should be wearing those ‘dear 
foolishnesses”’ with which grandfather was 
so immensely taken—a black velvet ribbon 
neck, crossed and pinned with a 
heavy brooch in the hollow of the throat; 
two bracelets of seed pearls, strand after 
strand, capped with a great jeweled buckle, 
or two bracelets of roses carved from deep 
red coral (for it was de rigueur to wear 
always two matching bracelets, one on each 


wrist); a locket as big as a_ shield— 
for in those days jewels could not be 
too large or striking. Even very little 
ladies then wore enormous earrings reach- 
ing to their shoulders, one ornament 
hung within another, and brooches as 


big as cauliflowers. 


Yes, I shall do, as you suggest, all these 
things, for what could I do better than 
follow the advice of one who, with the 


Empress Eugénie, shared the reputation 
of being “the two best-dressed women in 
France’? Already I have, in a black taf- 
dress, a “modesty” of net drawn up 
with a black velvet ribbon, and on a vel- 
vet evening gown I wear a fichu of Alencon 
lace caught with a great brooch dripping 
rococo tassels of pearls. I may even (or 
would that be going too far?) wear the 
little white kid gloves ending at the wrist 


in a black velvet strap and bow which 
you wore with your short-sleeved evening 
gowns. Your diminutive fan, of lace or 


painted parchment, your cameos and your 


vine-leaf fillets for the hair—there is no 
doubt about the appropriateness and chic 
of these with an 1860 dress. Even the 
fashion of little curls, like finger rolls, is 
| coming back so that I might sometimes 
dare hair dressed almost like yours—with 


a bunch of curls over each ear. A black 
Spanish lace shawl such as your white 
arms and shoulders’ glistened through 


would be perfectly appropriate to- day with 
our revival of Spanish fashions. It was 
your dear friend, the Empress Eugénie, 
who first brought these Spanish styles to 
France, I have read. Black lace mitts? 
Not until the romantic style is more surely 
launched than now for, for all we know, 
it may be only one of those fashions that 
lasts a season and is gone 


THE VERY 


in Territet whom he knew and he begged 


her to come to him. 


When she returned, she was very white. 
“Tt was terrible,’ she said. “I never saw 
anyone die before.” For a long time, until 
I touched her hand, she stared into the 
dim garden, silent. 

“IT always thought he wasn't nice.” she 
said softly. “But he was, and it was I 


who was stupid and mean. When I went 


in, his face wasn’t hard as it usually is. 
It was all changed and soft. He asked me 
if 1 would let him hold my hand and he 
just lay with his eyes closed and his lips 


tightening when the pain came After a 
while he asked me if he could put his face 
against my hand. He wouldn't do it with- 
seemed to have some 


out asking. He—he 

kind of an idea that I wouldn't like it— 
that he wasn’t—oh, good enough... . 
‘It’s lonesome. dying,’ he said. And 
then, just at the end, he asked me with 
his eyes, and kissed it. His mind wan- 
dered and he spoke in snatches—of the 
war and of his childhood, and at the last, 


‘You will tell the mater, when you see her, 
that I died like an English gentleman, 
won't you?’ he whispered. He seemed to 
think I knew his mother.” 

She had in her hand a 
angle of paper and in a 
held it up to the light 

“He asked me to deliver 
she said. She turned it over 
no name on either side 

“I'm afraid I'll have to open it,” she 
continued doubtfully. It must be ad- 


little. folded tri- 
few moments she 


this for him,” 
but there was 


dressed inside.’ 
She hesitated a moment, then unfolded 
it gently. An instant flood of color swept 


held it out to me in 
wide-eyed silence. 

After his accident he had written this 
note—a bit of theatrical bravado if you 
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I should love to know what you think 
of us—what we have lost of romantic 
charm, of primness, of sentimentality ow 
of delicate femininity that made these style 
for you so enchanting. Do we stride ind 
bluster and swagger about in ou imitation 
crinolines? Are we raw-boned and coarse- 
skinned and awkward compared to the 
little ladies who ran about like mice in- 
side the hooped and swaying skirts that 
made their hands and their feet and their 
heads look so ridiculously small and their 
eyes so impossibly large? A tale I have 
heard of you, grandmother, makes me be- 
lieve that perhaps we are not 
different. Shall I tell you? 

A little lady who had a new husband— 
so new that he still looked 
strange in his nightcap—already 
little unhappy. There had been a 
The husband had discovered that 
absence she had been receiving 


S 


too grossly 


alarmingly 
Was a 
scene, 
in his 
some old 


lover—or some new one. There were fre- 
quently, on his return home, signs of 4 
recent masculine presence — above all, 4 
lingering trail of smoke. One evening 
when he came suddenly into her room 
where she sat reading a new novel (doubt. 
less “Clarissa Harlowe”) looking like a 


lovely snow-drift in the tiny chair she com- 
pletely submerged, he stood aghast. for 
there, above her pale gold head, hung an 
airy halo of smoke. Where was the man? 
A wardrobe? The bed? She raised such 
innocent eyes to his that he doubted his 
own nose till, suddenly, like a Vauxhall 
firework, she burst into flame before his 
terrified eyes. And when he beat her out, 
without a scar upon her delicate body, but 
several on his own hands and face—there, 
still burning on the carpet, lay the glow- 
ing cigaret she had been concealing from 
him beneath her tulle flounces. 

And just such a thing, except that I 
burned only my finger and cried out like 
a ninny, happened to me the other day, 
grandmother; and father, who discovered 
me, told me this fearful tale about you as 
a warning. But I still smoke—don’t you, 
grandmother? 

I shall be a little late for a New Year's 
gift, dear, but I am coming as quickly as 
I can and I could not pick, out of all the 
world, anyone I had rather be a present to, 

Your 


Claire Donnay. 


SHINY GIRL 


(Continued from page 109) 
followed the boy. Sir Edgar Percy. it like; but isn’t there a sort of shining gal- 
read, had been thrown from his horse lantry about it that takes the breath? 
a few hours before and was not expected “Baron Sutton regrets that he will be 
}to live. Miss Kirchway was the only one unable to wait upon Baroness Sutton this 


evening as he is busily engaged in 
dying.” 

An echo of plumed knighthood going 
down before many spears? And an en- 
dearing sense of humor? 

“He—he was her son!” said Gloria, and 
collapsed in a crumbled heap on the bench 
and cried softly into her handkerchief. 

There were no words to comfort her— 


very 


only blundering gestures that told her 
stupidly how I wanted to. But later, just 
before we left the garden to meet the 
Baroness’s train, I dared to put my arm 


about her and draw her to me. 

“Gloria, dear,” I said, “do you—do you 
still think you would like to have me re- 
store Craigmore for you—and your 
Duke?” 

Somehow—although it wasn’t any of the 
hundreds of ways I'd planned to say 1t, 
lying awake desolate nights—somehow it 
managed to be a proposal. And she 
sweetly understood it that way, and, with- 
out raising her head, slipped her hand in 


mine, and leaned close to me. 
“Do you think it is safe to take me 
when I just collapse in your arms?” she 


asked, with just the ghost of - crinkly 
smile. Then a little cloud of terror came 
scurrying into her eyes. “Oh, be ase think 
I can’t put off being engaged an- 








it is! 
other minute, 

“But the Duke?” I asked. : 

“That for your trumpery Duke!” said 
Gloria, brushing him off her hands. 
“Pouf!” and blew him from her palm 
into thin air. ; 

Then, at last, I dared to take her in my 
arms and turn that crinkly mouth up 
mine. And Gloria, whose profile, 
lifted a little, disdainfully, had shamed me 
so often before, now raised a shy face, 
warm “~* flushed, 10 mine, and made a 
little soft kiss on her mouth for me. 


Varta aM 
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successful author. 
addresses in opera 


women’s clubs at 
luncheon He 


mitted to a 
elivered formal 
He spoke to 
ij men’s clubs at 
ed miscellaneous invitations from 
centers, circles and all the other 
vanizations of the intelligensia. 
played a passion for talking wildly 
ters on any subject they happened 
est. He attended and performed be- 





fore | kinds of gatherings—even the 
kind, that, intellectually, should have been 
lanced. He emitted opinions wherever he 


could find an audience on any subject which 
interpretation, from the origin of 


needed : 
He even sat for 


jazz to Linstein’s theory. 


public scrutiny, at book fairs in depart- 
ment stores, like a stuffed specimen in a 
natural history museum, autographing cop- 
ies of his works for any and all who would 


buy. He shook the hands of strangers with 
fraternal affection, and kissed unknown 
babies with paternal unction, 

Decidedly, when once committed to the 
task, the formerly aloof Bruce Alaric Ains- 


worth rolled his own log with unprece- 
dented vigor. His thoroughness filled all 
the other literary log-rollers with admira- 


tion and dismay He behaved almost as 
if he were running for president. 

To Isabella’s cross-roads in the hinter- 
land of culture, in his good time, Bruce 
Alaric Ainsworth came, and there she 
sat, the huntress, waiting for the advent 
of the lion The adventure was made 
easy for her; he walked blithely up_ to 
her snares, bearing a letter of introduction. 
He had been advised that in the game he 
was playing Isabella would be locally use- 
ful to him, and he was prepared to give 
her usefulness the best possible chance. 
But his coy, expedient surrender at sight 
was for Isabella the most intoxicating of 
her triumphs. 

The first words that Isabella spoke to 


him, as she crushed the unread letter of 
introduction to her abundant bosom and 
gazed reverently up into his eyes, were: 


Master! Dear, dear Master!” 

And Bruce Alaric Ainsworth, trying 
more than ever to look like a composite 
photograph of Beethoven and _ Balzac, 
kissed her hand with an impetuous awk- 
wardness, murmuring tenderly: 


“You are indeed a Muse! 


“Dear 


HAT settled it for both of them. Each 
had said the inevitable thing, the exact 


words that the other subconsciously de- 
sired to hear. Immediately they knew 
themselves to be comrade souls. If they 


had not been a perfectly matched pair of 
sublime egoists, it might have been love 
at first hearing. Perhaps they thought 
it was even that; but the dreams that float 
across the psychological horizons of such 


supercreatures as these are not for com- 
mon folk to analyze. If it were love, it 
was a Pure Love; that was certain. Laura 


and Petrarch, Beatrice and Dante, Dul- 
cinea and Don Quixote. And all that sort 
of thing. 

Calvin Parkinson was a witness to their 


first meeting, which took place in the 
Parkinsonian drawing-room—Isabella _ re- 
clining on the chaise longue that had once 


belonged, maybe, to Mme. de Staél, and 
Bruce Alaric posing near an expensive copy 
of the Mona Lisa—and when they spoke 
he shuddered slightly, as if some one had 
just stepped over his grave. 

‘You look exactly as I once dreamed 


of you, Dear Master,’ crooned Isabella, 
allowing her hand to linger in his, “be- 
fore I ever saw your photograph Yes, 


the ample brow, the lustrous, all-seeing eye, 
the hair flung back like a careless mane 
of greatness—I saw you in a vision even 
as you are.” 

With which she surveyed him so fondly 
that Bruce Alaric, somewhere in the capa- 
clous paunch which she had omitted in 
her catalogue of his fine points, felt a 
middle-aged thrill. 

He was also adept at light repartee. 

“I have seen you before Sveet 
Lady,” he warbled back at her with a 
smile of lofty tenderness. “Carved in im- 


also, 


mortal marble I have seen you often. You 
are Pallas Athene,” 
At this point Calvin made a queer 


choking noise in his throat and vanished 
like a wraith. The need of a stiff drink 
had probably come upon him. 

“Who was the gray little man?” asked 
Bruce Alaric. 


Only my Isabella answered, 


vith the sug¢ a sigh. “And you 
you are of course, Dear 
Maste1 f 
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He denied it in a tone that spoke of 
the utter loneliness of genius. 

“And I have only my Art for mistre:s,” 
he added roguishly. 

“Fancy that, now!” bantered Isabella 
in her best European manner, pretending 
not to believe him, but greatly reassured 
nevertheless. Then as an afterthought she 


mused: “But how can you write so poig- 
nantly of Love?” 

Bruce Alaric smote his brow majestic- 
ally. He made no answer. The gesture 


was sufficient. 

Isabella nodded. “Yes, yes, of course!” 
she cried. “The insight of the master-mind! 
The miracle of genius!” 

And Bruce Alaric inhaled the incense. 


PSABELLA was right; in every inch of 
him he looked the part. There was 
never a writer whose appearance was less 
disillusioning to his admiring readers than 
this same Bruce Alaric Ainsworth, He 
was somewhat pulpy, it is true, but he 
was tall enough to seem cheerfully well- 
fed rather than vulgarly fat. He was in 
the prime, solid vigor of early middle age, 


and his tousled mane, tossed back from 
a broad white forehead, hanging thickly 


about his ears and the plump nape of 
his neck, had only that tone of grizzle 
which is needed to complete a literary 
make-up. He had permitted neither beard 
nor mustache to blur the outline of a 
creditable profile. 

His costuming, too, was in the picture. 
He affected large floppy hats that looked 


as if they had been slept in, limp neck- 
ties, long black capes, and _ unpressed 
tweeds with leather buttons, that were 


made to endure rather than to fit. His 
ceremonial attire, for the dining-room or 
the lecture platform, was not so careless; 
it merely suggested that he had been a 
gentleman for about two hundred years 
with practically the same wardrobe, and 
had ceased to be fussy about his caste- 
marks. His linen was immaculate and 
modern, and he was never detected wearing 
round, detachable cuffs. Wherever seen he 
caught the eye; wherever found he seemed 
to be ready to pose for his statue. 

His sojourn in the city where Isabella 
led the hunt for culture was protracted, 
and thus they had ample time to develop 
the finer harmonies of their spiritual af- 
finity. It was a large city, larger than 
Babylon though not so refined, and its 
women’s clubs alone could have given 
Bruce Alaric a run of a thousand-and-one 
nights. It was, moreover, an excellent base 
for flying expeditions to many tributary 
towns. The field was wide, the soil was 
rich, and Bruce Alaric proceeded to culti- 
vate it thoroughly. He settled down there 
for a month or two, perhaps for the win- 
ter. Upon the subject of his departure 
he was rather vague. 

After the proper number of teas, dinners 
and receptions in honor of her new lion, 
Isabella proceeded to full annexation. She 
suggested to Bruce Alaric that hotels did 
not conduce to the loftiest flights of 
genius; that in her leviathan of a house 
there were many apartments where the 
Muse—of literature, be it understood 
could be wooed in privacy and that her 
library could supply needed works of ref- 
erence. In short, she invited him to pitch 
his tent there and share their lot. 

“Calvin and I would be greatly hon- 
ored,” she added, in the properly conjugal 
manner of a demure flirt. 

Bruce Alaric accepted 
tions. Isabella’s dinners 


without reserva- 
were good; her 
and her hus- 
band was negligible. He assumed that her 
housekeeping would be sumptuous and her 
breakfasts worthy of a man of appetite 
So he promptly moved in, bag and bag- 
gage, manuscripts, portfolios, scrap-books 
of press cuttings and all the rest of his 
plunder. 


HE suite assigned to him was exactly 

to his taste. In his honor Isabella 
added to its furnishings an immense li- 
brary table that clamored to be spattered 
with the ink of literature; a typewriting 
machine for passages of realism; and a 
generous supply of quill pens with green 
plumes, that might be effective in the 
painting of purple patches. She told him 
that she hoped the next child of his im- 
agination would be born in this writing 
room, and assured him that if he wished 
to do any dictating her social secretary 
was always at his command. 

It looked well in the society columns of 

(Continued on page 112) 
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F AsHION will smile on your spring 
gown-if it be of crepe silk. 

And if the crepe of your choice 
is a PENIKEEs Silk it is certain also 
to be endowed with quality—retain- 
ing its delightful lustre and texture 
as long as the gown itself endures. 

Your favorite store will show 
you a variety of fashionable crepe 
weaves bearing the name PENIKEES 
in the selvage. You will be de- 
lighted with their beauty and grati- 
fied with their price moderation. 


CARL SCHOEN SILK CORPORATION 


260 Fourth Avenue, New York 
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AKING shirts of Superior Quality is 


an achievement which has gained for 
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tion have we been better able to meet the 
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Shirts of the most exceptional quality. 


We are now showing a complete assort- 
ment of the finest and most unusual Shirt- 
ings for Spring, many of which are French 
Materials in exclusive effects. 
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Se many have told us that if inquirers could 
only see our factory it would become the 
most powerful force in making friends for Dan- 
ersk Furniture! 

That is because they have seen the wide 
variety of choice schemes worked out for spe- 
cific settings of individual purchasers. Here 
also they see the fine craftsmanship that enters 
into construction which is not visible in the fin- 
ished product, but which nevertheless accounts 
largely for the integrity of Danersk Furniture. 
Ms) You must see Danersk Furniture to understand 
ny it, and before you purchase, no matter where you 
live, you owe it to yourself and to your home 
to find out the interesting possibilities it 
| presents. 


ya Send for Early American Brochure M-2 
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the newspapers when the paragraphs ap 
peared announcing that Bruce Alaric Ains 
worth, author of “Things As They Are, 
Mother Earth,’ and “Sons of Vulcan, 
was the house guest of Mr. and Mrs. Cal- 
vin Parkinson, Shoreline Avenue 
Isabella’s social secretary attended to that 
detail the next morning 

And so Bruce Alaric became practically 
a member of the family. Isabella had 
granted similar hospitality to other visiting 
geniuses in the course of her aggressive 
career as a patroness of the arts, but none 
of them had loomed up in such a dominat- 
ing manner on her domestic landscape 
Bruce Alaric seemed to surge in and seize 
an empty throne He took possession of 
the establishment as if by divine right; 
he became prime minister of the salon and 
lord of the dinner table. He greeted other 
guests not as of their status but as a mas- 
ter of the house He did not diminish 
the glory of Isabella, being always sedulous 
in his deference to her, but he obliterated 
Calvin, who became nothing but a shadow 
and a name. He elected himself full part- 
ner in Isabella's social kingdom, and she 
joyously permitted him to share the scepter 
and the crown. His name, apparently, 
should have been Ferdinand 

Soon the habitués ceased to pay Calvin 
their banal compliments as the mere hus- 
band of a remarkable woman. They for- 
got, under the potent spell of the usurper, 


sad 


that he was her husband; they almost 
forgot that he was alive. 
Bruce Alaric’s mode of living was 


partly nocturnal, as became a writing man 
His normal time to arise and greet the 
new day was about ten o'clock. Calvin 
Was consequently spared the sight of him 
at breakfast. But often he was also be- 
reaved of the presence of Isabella at that 
most conjugal of the meal-times, for the 
Dear Master developed a habit of keeping 
her up until far past midnight in voluble 
discussions of many important subjects 
ranging from Shakespeare's possible rela- 
tions with the Dark Lady of the Sonnets 
to the value of psychoanalysis in the home 
The pagan custom of eating and drinking 
at the witching hour accompanied these 
conversations, while Calvin looked on and 
mourned over the inroads which the Master 


was making into his supply of Scotch 
whisky. 

After such sessions Isabella would doze 
late into the morning, and Calvin would 


go forth to cope with emergencies in the 
nail industry uncomiorted by her morning 
frown, He would depart, also, in the ir- 
ritable, wire-edged condition of a man of 
settled habits and gray hairs who had been 


deprived of at least two hours of his 
normal amount of sleep. At such times 
he would be harrowed by the knowledge 
that at ten o'clock, when he had done a 


decent part of the day’s work, his dis- 
tinguished guest would be having break- 
fast served to him in bed, as Isabella had 
ordained This was a grievous thing for 
a tired business man and worried husband 
to think about. 


ALVIN was often deprived of the day- 

time use of his limousine and chauf- 
feur, for they had been placed at the dis- 
posal of the Master, who did much gad- 
ding about the city and had no sense of 
direction In the evenings Calvin was 
often compelled to chaperon Isabella and 


the Master to lectures, there to see the 
great man worshiped by hundreds of 
chattering women, and to listen to his 
| dithyrambic discourses on _ subjects’ in 
which he did not take the slightest in- 


terest. Calvin's education would have been 
considerably broadened by these experi- 
ences but for the fact that he could never 
understand half of what Bruce Alaric was 
saying. If he dared to drop off into a 
nap during the lecture, Isabella would goad 


him into suffering consciousness with a 
poignant elbow. 
Then there were the informal meetings 


of the salon, into which he would stumble 
when he came back from the office at half- 
past five o'clock, and the formal dinners, 
which became more frequent than ever, 
and the dinners out, with the Master al- 
ways included in the invitation. Calvin 
became a man obsessed. He felt as if he 
were struggling with an octopus. Which- 
ever way he turned, there he found a 
dreadful tentacle of this monstrous creature 
twining around him Several times, too, 
he had seen its tentacle, in fact, almost in 
the attitude of encircling Isabella’s waist- 
line, in that friendly, spontaneous way that 
octopi have, when hobnobbing with lovely 
and responsive ladies. This was the next 


step beyond hand-kissing, and Calvin 
viewed such progress with an alarm which 
may have been unnecessary but was ce 
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tainly human. 


At night, when the Master had clumped 
away to his room there should have been 
an interval! of peace, when he could call 
his soul and his wite his own, but even 
this respite was not granted him, for Isa- 
bella had begun to babble innocently about 


the Master in her 
In desperation, to see if he could educate 
himself into an appreciation of his 


sleep 


t 


gues 
and also in a pathetic attempt to lift hin 
self to JIsabella’s intellectual i vel, he 
started to i1ead the Masters works. H 
finished one, and began to reflect: he tool 
up another, and brooded over it deep 
he plunged into the third with avidity and 


a purpose. He had begun to form a theory 
that might account for Bruce Aiaric Ains- 
worth. 


NE night he spoke across the abyss be- 

tween the twin beds, in his deep-sea 
voice, saying to Isabella, apropos of noth- 
ing but his obsession 

“It's funny about Mr. Ainsworth, 

“What is funny, my dear?” she remon- 
strated mildly, for she could see nothing 
comic in the Master 

“About his stories, I mean. I've been 
reading them. One of them describes the 
lives of workmen in a New England factory 
town. Was he ever a mechanic? y 

“Nonsense, of course not.”’ 

“Another is all about 
Vermont.” 

“Yes, I know them by heart, Calvin.” 


stone quarries in 


“And another is about the steel in- 
dustry. Did he ever work in a quarry or 
a steel mill?” 

“Don't be absurd! <A genius does not 


have to live his stories. He is writing the 
epic of American industry. He has studied 
and observed the conditions he describes, 
of course. But when a man has the all- 
seeing eye, Calvin, one glance is enough.” 

“It takes more than one look to learn 
the steel industry, my dear. Ask Charlie 
Schwab.” 

Isabella paid no attention to the au- 
thority he cited. The man Schwab, she 
thought drowsily, was some newspaper book 
reviewer whose article on Bruce Alaric 
Ainsworth had happened to come under Cal- 
vin’s eye after he had digested the market 
reports. So she gurgled good night and 
drifted off into dreams of the all-seeing 
eye. 

But Calvin lay awake for a long time, 
thinking or trying to think. His curiosity 
about Bruce Alaric’s past grew and grew. 

The next day he took steps to have it 
gratified. 


Asour two weeks later Isabella began 
to make plans for her greatest coup 
of the season. It was to be an appropriate 
climax to the visit of the Master, who was 
almost ready to take wing again. The 
Friends of Literature, an exclusive group 
of which she was the madam president, 
were to hold their monthly meeting at her 
home, to enjoy a Bruce Alaric Ainsworth 
evening. There would be a dinner party, 
of course, for a chosen few of the most 
friendly of the Friends, to precede the pro- 
gram; and at eight-thirty o'clock the rank 
and file, with their discouraged husbands, 
would assemble in the drawing-room and re- 
ception hall. Isabella thought she would 
need about one hundred and fifty chairs. 
There would be music to begin with, 
naturally, she proclaimed. The Master 
himself, who was as loud and _ persistent 
a pianist as he was a talker, would sur- 
prise the gathering with his talent at the 
well-tempered clavichord. Isabella herself 
would read some free verse dedicated to 
her guest; she had already written several 
yards of random widths on the theme. 
And then, as the chief event of the evening, 
Bruce Alaric Ainsworth would give 4 
dramatic recital of passages selected from 
the love scenes of his works and would 
conclude with a few remarks on the Fu- 
ture of the American Novel. fare 
Isabella sketched the scheme of this 
brilliant social event to Bruce Alaric, who 
gave it his most unctuous approval, and 
the sad eyes of Calvin, who had been 
standing by listening patiently as usual, 
grew brighter at every word. Ii Isabella 
had not been so eager to win the Masters 
approval, as she poured out her plan, she 
might have observed that the little nail- 
maker had taken on a slightly fiendish 
expression. ? 
“But there is one thing you have tor- 





gotten.” = 
These words came from Calvin mm 4 
mighty rumble. i 
Isabella impatiently wanted to know 
what on earth he was talking ab 
“You have not arraiged for anyone to 
(Continued on page 113 
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tro¢ Mr. Ainsworth before he begins 
} ‘ | mean his reading and remarks 
A sort hairman of the meeting.” __ 
~ Bruce Alaric himself, surprised at this 
cwn of intelligence from Isabella’s feeble 
husband, nodded approval. 

“Wi he can introduce himself!” de- 


lared Isabella. “Or rather, he does not 
need an introduction.” 





\ chairman would give the program 
ore dignity suggested Bruce Alaric. 

Well. then, I could introduce him after 
I had read the verses,” she said. am 
the presiding officer of the Friends of 
Literature, anyway. 

‘No, no, darling,’ boomed Calvin. 


That would spoil the effect of your beau- 


tiful poem. I've noticed that one vaude- 
ville performer never comes back after 
taking a bow to introduce the next num- 


ber on the bill. See what I mean?” 

Vaudeville! The idea!’ the outraged 
Isabella exclaimed. 

4 homely comparison,” remarked Bruce 
Alaric blandly, “but to the point, Isabella, 
to the point. It is a technical matter— 
and I adore technique. We must have a 
chairman.” 


‘Who can we get?” the placated Isa- 
bella wondered. 
Me!” Calvin declared, with the em- 


phasis of an eight-inch gun. “I will in- 
troduce our dear friend, the Master.” 

You?” She was _ incredulous. 

Yes, me, your husband. Don’t you re- 
member, Isabella, that I am _ the toast- 
master at all the banquets of the Hard- 
Dealers’ Association? I’m said to 
good at that sort of thing. My 
you know. And the Dear 
give me a f hints about 


ware 
be rather 
voice carries, 
Master can 
what to say.” 

‘Of course, it would be appropriate for 
you to do it, Calvin, if you can,” she 
idmitted. 

A few 


to say, 


lew 


words. That is all he needs 
Bruce Alaric observed with au- 
thority. ‘And I can write them out for 
him to learn. Nothing could be simpler. 
Our problem is solved.” 

Isabella was afraid 
ook very absurd as he 
the debonair Friends of Literature to de- 
iver a few well-chosen remarks, but the 
Master had spoken in favor of the plan, 
and that was enough for her. She sur- 
endered gracefully. 

When her consent was given Calvin al- 
most licked his chops. 


that Calvin would 
stood up before 


HE great white night of Bruce Alaric 

Ainsworth’s glorification was at hand. 
The inner circle, the elect of Isabella’s salon, 
had dined with the customary brilliance, 
and the miscellaneous membership of the 
Friends of Literature was assembling in 
the proper mood of feverish expectancy. 
They included a sprinkling of the Lovers 
of Music and the Allies of Art, which were 
interlocking organizations. They were in 


fine fetile and finer feathers as they 
scrambled briskly for the best locations 
in the rows of undertaker’s chairs with 


which the Parkinsonian drawing-room and 
reception hall had been equipped for the 
ccasion, 

When the program committee—Isabella 
in her favorite Muse’s costume, Bruce 
Alaric serenely exalted, and Calvin, with 
the nervous sacrificial air of a doubtful 
bridegroom—passed from the dining-room 
to their appointed places behind the grand 
piano, there was a flutter of applause and 
then the silence that comes over an audi- 
ence when the hour of execution strikes. 
Isabella, white-robed, her forehead fil- 
leted with a band of silver laurel leaves, 
looked as Junoesque as a Flaxman draw- 
ing as she arose and stepped forward to 
open the program. After the salvo of 
complimentary hand-clapping had died out, 
she said with great simplicity: 

Friends of Literature, I greet and wel- 
come you. Unaccustomed as I am to pub- 
lic speaking, however, and owing to my 
Participation in the program to follow, I 
must beg to be relieved of my duties as 
your president to-night. My husband will 
therefore act as temporary’ chairman. 
Ladies and gentlemen—Mr. Parkinson.” 

More applause, and a murmur of cu- 
riosity, a thrill of interest. Mr. Parkinson 
had never before figured as a factor in 
Isabella s intellectual life, and it had often 
been whispered among the gossips of the 
Friends of Literature (a category which 
ncluded practic: ‘ire membership ) 


hat he was ment ‘tive—‘except in 
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his business, of course, my dear.” 

Calvin advanced to do his duty like a 
pigmy before a congress of giants. But 
a change had come over him; he seemed 
to be a rather sinister and deadly kind of 
gnome, a veritable homunculous, and he 
wore a wicked smile. He fixed the audi- 
ence with a pale, cold stare and paused 
interminably. Then he spoke in the voice 
of a cab-starter: 


” E will begin with music. If Bruce 
Alaric Ainsworth had not given his 
sublime genius to the art of literature he 
might have become another Paderewski 
at the piano. He has, you may have ob- 
served, the necessary hair. Our honored 
guest will now proceed to give bach, 
Brahms and Beethoven a vigorous battle.” 
Bruce Alaric was somewhat startled be- 
cause Calvin did not follow the lines of his 
part, as written by himself, but he joined 
in the polite laughter that Calvin had 
evoked and took possession of the piano 
bench with jovial good-nature. He played 
for three-quarters of an hour, and as he 
thundered through the musical classics the 
occupants of the undertaker’s chairs began 
to feel that culture was, after all, a heavy 
responsibility. On such occasions mortals 
are often granted a taste of eternity; it 
seems as if the end will never come. 
At last he stopped, and there was ap- 


plause. Whereupon he generously obliged 
with a_twenty-minute encore. Finally 
after the Friends had lived through all 


their past incarnations, the Master finished 
with a mighty crash of chords and then 
there was silence, and a chance to un- 
kink stiffened joints. The gush of talk 
that followed was full of lyric cries to 
the effect that Mr. Ainsworth played 
powerfully well for a writer. 

When the Friends had enjoyed their 
needed recess, Calvin again took the floor. 

‘Some verses to the Master,’ he an- 
nounced vehemently, ‘“‘by their author, Isa- 
bella Parkinson, also a member of this 
club. You all know Mrs. Parkinson as 
a lady of letters better than I do, so 
will only repeat what many of you have 
told me, that she is indeed a remarkable 
woman.” 

Laughter and applause. The Friends 
were beginning to like Calvin. They 
whispered among themselves, “What a 
droll little man! What a delicious sense 
of humor!” 

Isabella rose, with a contemptuous look 
at Calvin, and, convinced that she was 
surpassing Walt Whitman and Amy 
Lowell, launched into these lines: 


“Hail! 

Master of the mighty fountain-pen, 

Teller of tales, prober of hearts, surgeon 
of souls, 

Maker of epics about toilers and lovers, 

Interpreter 

Of the New, the greater America, hail! 

Oh, hail! 

You came as a king out of the East 

Bearing gifts, 

Words richer than frankincense, 

Pearls to cast before pork-packers, 

Wisdom of the Gods, 

Sweet hopes, new inspirations,— 

You came, you have seen, you have con- 
quered., 


Our hearts are thine. 

We will grieve at thy going, 

We will sigh and pray for thy quick return 

Again to enlighten and uplift us, 

And in the meantime 

We hope that once in a 
write us a letter. 


while you will 


Hail, Bruce Alaric Ainsworth! 
Hail and farewell and au revoir! 
Bon voyage, sweet genius! 

Oh, come back soon, Dear Master!” 


When she had finished her chant, an 
inspired bachelor of nearly sixty years 
plucked from the floral decoration of the 
room a red, red rose and came forward to 
present it to the poetess with the elabo- 


rate flourishes of the old school. Great 
applause, chirpings of feminine delight, 
cries of ‘‘Bravo!”’ and mutterings of “That 


old philanderer!” 
The stentorian shout of Calvin quieted 
the confusion. 
‘We have with us to-night,’ he de- 
claimed, making the windows rattle, “the 
(Continued on page 114) 


appear in the Bazar, Mrs. van 
art of our Paris office is to report the fashionable 
»f course the fashionable costumes) on the Riviera, 
fadrid and other glamorous Continental resorts. 
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\ ‘Pale Hands, Pink Tipped, 
| Like Lotus Buds—” 


Admired by all observers are a woman's 
lovely hands, though their beauty is of 
culture rather than of nature. Therefore 
during this season of chapped wrists and 
reddened fingers you will do well to follow 
these rules formulated by Elizabeth Arden, 
the authority on feminine charm and 
loveliness: 

Wash your hands with LEMONIES, then smooth 
them with VENETIAN HAND CREAM, an ex- 
quisitely fragrant lotion that soothes, softens 


and refines the skin. Lemonies, 50c a cake; 
$2.50 a box of 6. Hand Cream, 


To whiten the hands, rub VENETIAN BLEACHINE CREAM gener- 
ously into the hands at night. It is nourishing; it will banish 
wrinkles and roughness characteristic of dry scaly skins. $1.25. 


A splendid treatment for modeling and beautifying the hands and 
arms consists of an application of CREME GLACIER, warmed and 


permitted to harden on the skin under the SUPERBE MITS of 
softest fabric. This makes the hands alluringly soft and white and 
pretty. Creme Glacier and Mits, $7.50. 


ARDEN L-BOW STRAPS, used with Bleachine Cream. 
elbows beautifully smooth and white. $1.50 a pair. 


VENETIAN RETIRING GLOVES of rubber make the over-night use 


make your 


of Bleachine Cream doubly effective. $1.50 a pair. 
LILLE LOTION—a delightful preparation for whitening the shoul- 
ders, arms and hands for evening dress. $1.50, $2.50. 


INDELIBLE NAIL POLISH—gives an enduring luster to the nails. 
$2.50. 


Write to Elizabeth Arden for personal suggestions on all the details of your 
appearance. Describe your beauty problems to her. Ask for the bookle! 
* The Quest of the Beautiful”. Add postage to remitlance unlzss order exceeds $10 


ELIZABETH ARDEN 


SALON D'ORO, 673-C FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK 
London, 25 Old Bond St. Paris, 255 Rue St. Honore 
Boston, 192 Boylston St. Detroit, Book Building 

San Francisco, 233 Grant Ave. Washington, 1147 Connecticut Ave. 

Newfort Palm Beach Atlantic City 




















ERGDORF 
OODMAN 


616 FIFTH AVENUE 
NEW YORK 


GOWNS FURS WRAPS _ SUITS 























THE MUSE 











SS 


oiiaaa Ie 
ane! 


a 


oe 
a 


= 


SG 


<= 


~— 












































































BUY AND 


(1600—Nur 
Uniform, white 


Se 
$4.00 
white Linene 


$3.00 


Model 37+ Maid’s 
Uniform (below) In- 
dividuality itself 


shrunk 
Cloth 


In 


Fine. black and grey 


Potton Ponges 


$4.50 


Mohairand silk 
$7.50 to $21.00 
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stores everywhere carry 


uniforms. n 


Greater New York at: 


B. Altman & Co 
\braham & Straus 
Arnold Constable 
Best & Co 
Bloomingdale Bros. 
Gimbel Brothers 
Fred’k eser 
Lord & Taylor 
James McCreery 
Saks & Co 
Franklin Simon 
Stern Brothers 
John Wanamaker 
I wr dealer ia 
ut t Ur ” 
let us know 
DANES CO. 





New York City 
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Charles C 


(Continued 


renowned author of ‘Things As They Are, 
Mother Earth’ and ‘Sons of Vulcan,’ that 
epoch-making trilogy of novels It is 
hoped that he will divert and enlighten 
us Behold him! 

Bruce <Alaric Ainsworth stepped for- 
ward confidently 

But so did some one else—a_ grave, 
commonplace, little man, about the size 


of Calvin, who had been sitting in one of 
the far corners of the room, an apparent 
stranger He emerged from the audience 
so quietly that Bruce Alaric hardly noticed 


him until he was standing by his side 
Then the Master stared at him blankly 
and his jowl dropped until he acquired a 
third chin 

There seems to be some mistake,” he 


gasped toward Isabella 

There has been a mistake, yes, 
truder, whom none of the Friends 
identify, answered quietly, “but it 
corrected 

Isabella, transfixed with amazement, be- 
gan to look more like the Medusa than 
Juno. This interruption had an ominous 
ait It was like having the bans _for- 
bidden at one’s wedding 

Perhaps I can explain,” boomed Calvin 

“Friends of Literature, and Mrs. Park- 
inson, it seems that two men have answered 
to the call for author to-night The docu 
ment which | am about to read will throw 
some light on this peculiar circumstance 


the in- 
could 
will be 


H! fished out of his breast pocket a 
few typewritten pages, adjusted his 
eye-glasses with irritating leisure, and then 
began to read 
Headquarters Corcoran’s Confidential 
Service 
Calvin 
Deat 
We herewith submit the 
operative Number 29 
\insworth, author, as requested 
by you, and certain affidavits which he 
has secured to support his statements 
Number 29's work goes to show that 
Bruce Alaric Ainsworth is the alias used 
in the writing business by Simon H 
Grigsby, an eastern manufacturer of 
mining and. agricultural machinery, and 
also that the man now lecturing under 
the name of the said B. A. Ainsworth 
and Mr. Grigsby are not one and the 
same person The reason for this case 
of assumed identity is explained in the 
report, and we do not believe that it is 
criminally actionable. If you have sus- 
tained damages, we advise you to bring 
a civil suit to recover Enclosed find 
our bill for $749.81, with expense ac- 
counts of operative attached.” 


Parkinson, 
Sit 


Esquire 


reports of 
out on Bruce 


\laric 


Somewhere in the reading of this letter, 
Bruce Alaric had groaned and slumped 
down in his chair, hiding his face in his 
hands. Isabella, too healthy to faint, had 
begun to dab her eyes with her handker- 
chief. 

The mysterious Simon H. Grigsby slap- 
ped the cringing Bruce Alaric on the 
shoulder and said kindly: 

It's too bad, old man, but you 
played your hand. Now run along and 
pack your trunks, The game is ended. Go 
back to New York and draw six months’ 
advance salary from my publishers I've 
fixed it that way.” 

Crestfallen, broken-hearted, 
Dear Master, who had been 
lously dethroned, hurried 
dumfounded Friends of Literature and 
darted up-stairs As she saw him go, in 
open confession of his false pretense, Is- 
abella gave one deep sob, and then got 
control of herself by tearing up her hand- 
kerchief 


over- 


the 
cal- 


forlorn, 
thus 
through the 


so 


“I do not understand it at all!’’ she 
exclaimed _ hysterically “What does it 
mean, Calvin? Will you, Mr. Slingsby, 


or whatever your name is, please explain 
this trying incident?” 

And Mr. Grigsby, very gently and apolo- 
getically, proceeded to interpret the riddle. 

He began by begging the pardon of 
Isabella, of Calvin, of the Friends of Lit- 
erature. and of the entire nation He 
had, he admitted, been guilty of a fraud 
of which the departed Master was merely 
the salaried agent 

He, Simon H 


Grigsby, manufacturer, 


How important are the titles of stories anyway? 
alone draws us irresistibly to a story 
Who could resist that? 


Girl in the World.” 


AND 


7 
ollins 


from 


THE MIDGET 


’ Story 
page 11 3) 
had 


Are, 
can, 


actually written “Things As They 

Mother Earth’ and “Sons of Vul- 
under the pen-name of Bruce Alaric 
Ainsworth, keeping his identity a secret 
except to his publishers Being a shy, 
retiring man, with no taste for public life, 
he had resolutely refused to seek the lime- 
light as an author when his books scored 
their unexpected successes. His publishers 
had hounded him with demands for pub- 


licity They had begged and pleaded and 
coaxed so long and so eloquently for a 
Bruce Alaric Ainsworth to show to the 


world that he at last, in fear that he might 
weaken and be seduced into a lecture tour 
to the neglect of more important business, 
had invented one, with their consent. 
And a good one, too, you must admit,” 


he said. “My publishers thought it was 
a brilliant idea when I presented my 
mouthpiece to them. He has been an 


actor, a college professor, a preacher, and 
a lecturer on the minor Chautauqua cir- 
cuits. His piano playing was a talent un- 
known to me, but he seems to be a jack 
of all arts He earned the good salary 
that we paid him. I do not think I shall 
ever be able to live up to the reputation 
that he has established for me.’ 

The Friends Literature had dis- 
banded as an audience when Mr. Grigsby 
began his explanation and they crowded 
around him in a breathless huddle he 
talked to Isabella. 

“But why,” she 
some asperity, “did 
this scene to-night?” 

“That, Mrs. Parkinson, is a 
tween myself and your husband From 
what he said in his letter I felt that it 
would be appropriate to humor him in his 
eccentric request. As fellow manufactur- 
ers, you see, we had to stick together.” 

Whereupon Calvin gave a deep 
gloating chuckle 

The party was over. 
no sign of willingness to carry out his 
representative's part of the program; 
and the Friends of Literature, feeling that 
Isabella preferred to be left alone in this 
sad hour of her disillusionment, began to 


ot 


as 


with 
make 


know 
to 


wanted to 
you choose 


matter be- 


and 


Mr. Grigsby gave 


drift toward the coat-rooms and the front 
door. Calvin was most ostentatiously and 
triumphantly polite as he stood in the 
hall speeding the parting guests. 

Isabella, however, remained in_ the 
drawing-room engaged with Mr. Grigsby 


She had come out of the clouds and begun 
to shine again, although faintly. No mat- 
ter what had happened, she felt, the au- 
thentic author of “Things As They Are,” 
et cetera, was in her house, and where there 
were lions there was hope. 


FTER shooing the last Friend away, 
Calvin approached them, skippingly. 
He had slain a dragon, and was beside 


himself with the intoxication of the event. 
The caved-in wrinkles of his  shirt-front 
puffed out, as if there was a proud and 
swelling breast within. He seemed to 
have grown an inch or two, and he looked 
like a conquering hero when Mr. Grigsby, 
turning toward him, assured Isabella: 

“IT want to tell you, Mrs. Parkinson, 
that you have a very wonderful husband.” 

At which the two little men linked arms 
as if they were coming away from a lodge 
meeting together. Isabella saw and mar- 
veled. She could hardly believe her eyes 
when she saw genius take Calvin under its 
wing. 

Suddenly the familiar, worshiping look 
which Bruce Alaric the First had so often 
inspired came into her eyes as she con- 
templated his other and more genuine self. 
She was already beginning to forget the 
collapsed balloon of her late affinity, and 
was forming ambitions to console herself 

“So you, Mr. Grigsby,” she moaned in 
her voice of incense, “are the true author 
of those wonderful books, hiding your 
light under a pseudonym!” 

She drew a deep breath of ecstasy and 
yearned toward him wooingly. 


“You must come to dinner with us 
soon. Why not to-morrow night, Dear 
Master?” 

Calvin wriggled violently with sup- 
pressed laughter as he heard that hated 


phrase, and Mr. Grigsby, shrinking away 
from Isabella in obvious panic, stammered 
that he had to catch a train the next 
morning. 


Sometimes a title 
For instance, “The Happiest 
And as it’s by Midred 


Cram, who’s very far from a Pollyannish sort of person, we suspect 


there’s an ironic twist in it 


somewhere. 
stories by Mildred Cram to appear in early issues of Harper’s Bazar. 


This is only one of many 
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“It was falling out, getting 
brittle and stringy. My scalp 
was filled with dandruff and 
itched almost constantly. 

“A few applications of Kolor- 
Bak produced a wonderful im- 
provement. The itching stopped 
instantly. There was no more 
dandruff. And—marvel of mar- 
vels—it is now restored to its 
original color—not a gray hair 
shows anywhere!” 

Kolor-Bak is not a dye or 
stain. It is colorless, stainless, 
harmless and restores original 
color to gray hair simply by 








© putting hair and scalp in a 
healthy condition. 
Send for our special trial offer; 


also Free Book on Hair, which ex- 
plains how Kolor-Bak restores gray 
hair to its original color. 
HYGIENIC LABORATORIES 
3334-3338 West 38th St. Dept. 271, Chicago 
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Unsightly Wrinkles 


mar many an otherwise lovely face. 
Small wrinkles, unless promptly erad- 
icated, grow deeper and longer. Pre- 


serve your youthful beauty by 
applying 

MADAME HUDSON 

PERSIAN VELVET 

SKIN FOOD 

a delightful tissue-building cream, 
composed of the purest oils. As it 
nourishes the skin, which quickly 
ibsorbs it, disfiguring wrinkles and 
ines about the eyes and mouth 
quickly disappear. 


Madame Hudson Krystal Mask 


is an invaluable aid in preserving a soft, 


velvety, youthful skin A few applications 
clear the complexion, eliminate black- 
heads, reduce large pores, and leave the 
skin in a perfect condition, No rubbing. 
Apply with a soft brush which is 
furnished 

At all leading stores or direct from us, 
in plain wrapper. 

Velvet Skin Food. .............. ..-$ 78 
Krystal Mask, including brush...... 2.23 
R. A. HUDSON CO., INC. 
Auburn N. Y. 
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